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Nec tua, fr eter te, chartis intexere quiſquam 
Facta queat, dictis ut non majora ſupenſiut. 
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WEWRS. ELIzABZEZTH Row, not more 


A tance, for the many amiable qualities 
ot her heart, was born at Licheſter in 
Somerſet/hire, Sept. 11. 1674. being the eldeſt of three 
daughters of Mr. Walter Singer, a gentleman of a good 
family, and Mrs. Elizabeth Portnell, both of them per- 


not a native of the town now - mentioned, nor an 7x- 
habitant, before his impriſonment there for his non- 


E eſteemed and loved by all her acquain- 


ſons of very great worth and piety. Mr. Singer was 


4 
j 
3 


rank: My Lord A eymouthb, who was reckoned a. very 


conformity in the reign of King Charles II. Mrs. Por- 
vll thinking herſelf obliged to viſit thoſe that ſuffered 
for the,ſake of a good eonſcience, as a teſtimony of 
her regard, not to them only, but alſo to our common 
Lord, agreeabh to the repreſentation he himſelf makes 
of ſuch kind and chriſtian offices: It was from hence 
that acquaintance firſt commenced between theſe two 
virtuous and well-pair'd minds, which afterwards pro- 
ceeded to a union that death alone could difſolve. And 
this it did too ſoon for the mournful ſurvivor, if the 
tendereſt affection might be judge, and for the world, 
which can badly bear to loſe any, and much more ſuch 
eminent examples of virtue and religion in the ſeveral 
ſcenes and relations of life. Till her death Mr. Singer 
reſided at Ilcheſter, but not long after removed into the 
neighbourhood of Frome in the ſame county, where he 
became ſo well known and diitinguiſh'd for his good 
ſenſe, primitive integrity, fimplicity of manners, un- 
common prudence, activity and faithfulneſs in diſcharg- 
ing the duties of his ſtation, inflexible adherence to his. 
principles, and at the ſame time truly catholic ſpirit, as 
to be held in high eſteem, even by. perſons of ſuperior 


good gudge of men, not only writing to him, but ho- 
nouring him with his viſits.; as did the devout Biſhop 
Kenn very frequently, ſometimes once a week; ſuch a 
charm is there in unaffected goodneſs, and ſo natu- 
rally do kindred ſouls, warmed and actuated by the fame 
heavenly paſſion, and purſuing. the ſame glorious end, 
run and mingle together, with the greateſt pleaſure, af- 
ter they are once acquainted, notwithſtanding any acci- 
dental diverſity of ſentiments in ſame ſmaller things. 


MR. Singer was religiouſly inclined, as he ſaid him- 
ſelf, when about ten years old, and never from that 
ume neglected prayer; and, as far as he knew his own 
heart, had ſincerely endeavoured td keep a good con- 
ſcience; and he died as he had lived, April 18. 1719. 
full of that bleſſed calm and peace of mind, and humble 

e conſidence 


has Yo _v- 


Mrs. EL1izARETH Rowe, i 


*confidence in the mercy of God, through a Redeemer, 

which a long courſe of active virtue, and conſtant lively 
_ devotion, joined with the moſt generous and exalted 
ideas of the divine goodneſs, free from all mixtures of 
a gloomy, ſullen ſuperſtition, may be expected to pro- 
duce. A worthy and intimate friend of his, and witneſs 
to the heroic and chriſtian manner ia which he finiſhed 
life, obſerves, that he ſettled his affairs, and took leave 
of the world with the ſame-freedom and compoſure, as 
if he had been ſetting out on a journey; was peculi- 
arly careful that the widows and orphans, with whoſe 
concerns he was intruſted, might not be irjured after he 
was gone; converſed, tho' under great bodily diſorders, 
with thoſe that came to ſee him, who were not a few, 
in the eaſieſt, freeſt manner; ſpent his time in praiſing 
and bleſſing God, and praying to him, and giving good 
counſel to thoſe about him; ſhewed an uncommon ſweet- 
neſs and patience in his behaviour; and was exceeding 
thankful to thoſe who did the leaſt thing for him, tho” 
they owed him a great deal more. In a memorandum 
relating to her father's laſt ſickneſs and death, Mrs. 
Rozwe herſelf hath theſe words, My father often felt his 
pulſe, and complain'd that tauas ſtill regular, and ſmil'd 
al every ſymptom of approaching death: He would be of- 

ten crying out, Come, Lord Fe eſus, come quickly; Come, 
ye Holy angels, that rejoice at the converſion ef a ſinner, 
come and conduct my foul to the ſkies, ye propitious ſpirits ; = 
and then would add, But thy time, Lord, not mine, is beſt. 
If I may uſe the expreſſion, how lovely and tempting 
is ſuch a death! What an inſtance of the power of re- 
ligion, and the true dignity of human nature, when 
raiſed and ſupported by the grace of God, and the hope 
of immortaltty ! The ſight was fo affecting, that a per- 
| fon liſted among the /7e--1-7»kers of the age, as they 

are pleas'd to compliment themſelves, being preſent, 

was exceedingly ſtruck with it, and ready to ſay, Almo/? 

«tou perſuadeſt me to be a Chriſtian ; as every one who 

rightly conſiders iuch examples, and how naturally they 

ariſe out of the principles of the goſpel, firmly believed, 


0.2 and 


— ene ns —— 


iv The LIFE of 


and ſteadily practiſed upon, muſt be intirely perſuaded 
by them ; perſuaded to embrace it, not merely as a 
pleaſing imagination, but a moſt facred truth, which 
all that allow it to be the former, have reaſon to wiſh 
it may prove; and which no man that wiſhes it to be 
true, ſo far as to examine the evidences of it with can - 


dor and ſincerity, can pronounce to be falſe. 


Tuosk who were acquainted with Mrs. Rowe in her 
childiſh years, could not but have obſerved a great many 
things not common in that age of life, which promiſed 
the bright day that afterwards enſued ; and it muſt have 
been with peculiar ſatisfaction that Mr. Singer, in whom 

ental affection conſpir'd with a penetrating diſcern- 
ment to heighten the pleaſure, beheld the early dawnings 
of a great and good mind in his charming daughter. 


Wurx ſhe received the firſt ſerious impreflions of re- 


ligion, does not appear; not unlikely it might be as 


ſoon as ſhe was capable of it, at once perceiving ber 
obligations.to the Author of her being; and, in the 
ſame meaſure as her opening reaſon diſcovered theſe to 
her, feeling the force of them. A lady of character 
for good ſenſe and piety,. who began her life with her, 
thinks ſo; and in one of her pious addreſſes ſhe her- 
ſelf thus ſpeaks to God : * My infant hands were early 
lifted up to thee, and 1 ſoon learned to know and acknow- 
ledge the God of my fathers. To this, with a prudent 
and pious education, the felicity of her natural diſpoſi- 
tion, under the heavenly influence, conſpired ; for tho 


| ſhe had an unuſual ſprightlineſs in her temper, which 


held out to the laſt, yet ſhe was at the ſame time bleſt 
with a turn of mind to noble and elevated ſubjects, 


that gave her a high reliſh for the pleaſures of de- 
votion. | 


* — 


6 


Derout Exerciſes, p. 36. 


TERRE 


Mrs. EL1zABETH Rowe. v 


| | THERE is ſo great a ſimilitude between painting and 


poetry, as being each of them a pleaſing and judicious 


imitation of nature, and depending upon the beauty 


= and ſtrength of the imagination, that tis no way ſur- 
| priſing, one who poſſeſſed this faculty in ſo high a de- 
4-3 gree of perfection, did very early diſcover an inclina- 

WM tion to theſe two ſiſter arts; which have often the ſame 
followers, perhaps always, the ſame admirers, it having 
been, I believe, ſeldom known that thoſe who have ex- 
celled in one of theſe arts, have not, at leaſt, had a taſte 
for the charms of the other, and been qualified to judge 
of its beauties, whether they have made any attempts in 
it or no. | 5 


Sux lov'd the pencil when ſhe had hardly ſtrength 
and ſteadineſs of hand ſufficient to guide it; and in her 
infancy (one may almoſt venture to ſay ſo) would 
ſqueeze out the juices of berbs to ſerve her inſtead of 
colours. Mr. Singer perceiving her fondneſs for this art, 
was at the expence of a maſter to inſtru her in it; 
and it never ceaſed to be her amuſement at times, and 
a very innocent one it was, till her death. Perhajs 
(faith an ingenious gentleman, who knew her perfectly 
well) ſhe liked it the better for the opportunities it 


the beſt of her drawings, and therein gratifying her 
beneficent diſpoſition ; for ſhe kept very few of them 
herſelf, and theſe only ſuch as ſhe judged unworthy the 
acceptance of any one elſe. 1 


Snx was alſo, what every one acquainted with her 
writings will ſuppoſe of ſuch a well tun d ſoul, very 


ſolemn kind, as beſt ſuited to the grandeur of her ſenti- 
ments, and the ſublimity of her devotion. 


— Bur her ſtrongeſt bent was to poetry and auriting. 


Poetry indee was her favourite employment, in youth 


ker moſt diſtinguiſhing excellence, So prevalent was 


I a 3 her 
& 


yielded her of pleaſuring her friends with preſents of 


much delighted with zwfic ; chiefly of the grave and 


— wp 
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ber genius this way, that her very, preſe hath all the 
charms of verſe, without the fetteri; the ſame fire and 
it elevation, the ſame hright images, bold figures, rich 
j and flowing dition. She could hardly write a familiar 
letter but it bare the ſtamp of the poet. One of her 
i - acquaintance remembers to have heard her ſay, ſhe be- 
| gan to write verſes at twelve years old, which was almoſt 
as ſoon as ſhe could write at all, In the year 16596. the 
} 22d of her age, a collection of her poems on vanious 
[ occaſions was publiſhed at the defire of two of her friends, 
which we may ſuppoſe did not contain all that ſhe had by 

| her, ſince the ingenious prefacer gives the reader to hope 
1} that the author might in a little while be prevailed with 
| to oblige the world with a ſecend pers no way. inferior to. 
| the former. 


il T nx: occahon of her ee name, Philomels, which 
from this time ſhe was known by. to the world, and 
whether ſhe. aſſumed it herſelf, or was complimented with 
| it by her friends, I have not been able to learn. The 
1 latter is moſt prohable, and that it was given her at 
1 the publication of her poems, before which her mode. 
; Ny not conſenting that her own name ſhould appear, 
| this was ſubſtituted in the room of it, as bearing a very. 
| eaſy. alluſion to it, and happily expreſſing the ſoftneſs 
and barmony of her verſes, not leſs ſootbing and melo- 
| dious than the. ſtrains of the nightingale, when from 
1 ſome leafy ſhade. ſhe fills the WOE with her TIRE 
hilaints. | 


9 Nu many of theſe poems are of the religious kind, 
is and all of them conſiſtent with the ſtricteſt regard to the 
17 mules of virtue; yet ſome things in them gave her no 
1 ktle ur caſineſs in advanced life. To a mind that had fo 
Fi intirely ſubdued its paſſions, or devoted them to the ho- 


7 ' nour of its Maker, and indued with the tendereſt 7:07 al 
ii ſenſe, what ſhe could not abſolutely. approve, appeared 
| unpardonable ; and, not ſatisfied to' have done nothing 
| Injured. Ge, ſacred cauſe of virtue, ſhe was We 
| With. 


Mrs. © its Lek Rowxr. vir 


with herſelf for having-writ any thing that did not di- 
rely promote it. How were it to be wifhed, that 
none of our celebrated poets had any thing worſe to an- 
fwer for than the harmleſs gayeties of a youthfu] muſe, 
for which too they had atoned by more ſerious and in- 
ſtructive compoſitions; or, that after all the guilt they 
had contracted, by corrupting the manners of the age 
with their looſe productions, they were conſcious but of 
half the remorſe the virtuous Philomela felt, for what 


no ingenious reader will impute as a FOES” to her 
memory. 


War firſt introduced her into the notice of the no. 
dle family at Longlrate, was a little copy of verſes of 
hber's, with which they were ſo highly delighted; as to 
expreſs a curioſity to ſee her; and the friendſhip- that 
commenced from that time, ſubſiſted ever after ;: not 
more to her henour, who was the favourite of perſons: 
ſo much ſuperior to her in the outward diſtinctions of 
life, than to the praiſe of their judgment and taſte who» 

knew how to prize, and took a pleaſure to-cheriſh fuch 
| blooming worth. She was not then twenty. Her para- 
phraſe of the 38th chapter of Job was writ at the re- 
queſt of Biſhop Kiz#, who was entertained in that — 
ly. and gained her a great deal of reputation, | 


aun had no other tutor for the French and Italian 
languages, than the honourable Mr. 7hynne, ſon to the 
Lord Viſcount JP:y:::4th, who willingly took that taſk 
upon himſelf, and had the pleaſure to fee his fair 
ſcholar improve ſo faſt under his leſſons, that in a few. 


months fhe was able to read my b Jaa with 
great eafe. 


Hen ſnining merit, with the charms of her perſon 
and converſation, had” procured her a great many admi- 
rers. Among others, 'tis ſaid, the famous Mr. Prize 
would have beer glad to ſhare the pleaſures and cares 
of. lite with her; fo that, allowing for the double licenſe 


4 | ob. 
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1% of the Poet and Lover in the manner of expreſſion, the 
| concluding lines in his anſwer to the paſtoral on Love and 
Fr iendſpip, by Mrs. Singer, were not without all founda- 


ji tion in truth . She was the nameleſs lady to whom the 
| following copy of verſes in the ſame author is inſcribed. 
But Mr. Thomas. Rowe was the perſon reſerved by Hea- 
9 ven to be the happy man; both to be yr and to make 
| happy 


— 
—— 


Tuis 3 was born at London, April 45 1687. 
| the eldeſt ſon of the Rev. Mr. Benoni Roave, who, with 
| a very accurate judgment, and a conſiderable ſtock of 
| uſeful learning, joined the talents of preaching, and a 
molt lively and engaging, manner in converſation. By. 
both his parents he was ereditably deſcended 4; but, as 
iſt he; had too much perſonal. worth to be under a neceſſity 
{þ of borrowing from ſuch foreign ns ſo he thought tgo 
'/  Jaflly to pride ae upon it, being able to ſay with 
i" the . 


{| |! 1 genus ; & PALIN & out non fecimus bf ty 


{| } Jiæ ea e voco. Ov1y. 


Ki His ſaperior genius, and inftiable; thirſt after know- 
1 ledge, made themſelves taken notice of, at an age when 
the generality of * have ſcarcely out- grown the 
: | merely 


— —— cans ro OP a AO 
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=_ = . Vide Pri Te P. 32. 


+ He was the grandſon. of William Rowe, Eſa; a 
gentleman of worth and conſiderable eſtate, and Alas 
(a lady of diſtinguiſh" d ſenſe, beauty, and virtue) davgh- 
ter of Thomas Scot, Eſq; member of parliament for 
Aileſbury, in the county of Bucks : And by the maternal 
ſide he was deſcended from the Rowwes of Devon ; ſome 

vn account of which ancient family is given-by Dr. Wekwood, 
415 in his preface to the tranſlatidu of Lucan, by M. 10 
STR Eq; folio edit. p. 18. 
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merely ſenſitive life, He was able to read as ſoon almoſt 
as he could heat; had ſuch a pleaſure in books, as to 
take none at all in the diverſions which children are 
uſually ſo fond of; and, when he was prevailed on by 
his companions, which was but ſeldom, to make one in 
their little parties at play, his unreadineſs and inatten- 
tion plainly ſhewed it was not out of choice he engaged, 
but purely from his good-nature and complaiſance, to 


which he ſhould offer too much violence, always to deny 
their importunity. 


He commenced his acquaintance with the CIaſſics at 
Epſom, while his father reſided there; and by his ſwift 
advances in this part of learning, quickly became the 
delight of his maſter, a man very able in his profeſſion, 
and was treated by him with a very particular indul- 
gzpce, in ſpite of the natural ruggedneſs and ſeverity of 
his temper. When Mr. B. Rowe remov'd to London, 
he placed his ſon under the care of Dr. Valter, the 
eminently learned maſter of the Charter-bouſe ſchool, 
juſtly fam'd for the great numbers of excellent linguiſts 
that have received their education in that ancient nurſery 
of polite literature, He was one of thoſe who, the 
Doctor could eaſily foreſee, would do him honour when 
they ſhould appear abroad in the world, and, we may 
ſuppoſe, did not pleaſe him the leſs on that account. 
His exerciſes never failed of being diſtinguited even 
among thoſe that had the approbation of the waiter, who 
when he had finiſhed his pupil in the Latin, Gries, aid 
Hebrew tongues, would fain have perſuaded his taht 
to ſend him to one of our Erg/ih univerſities,. But 
honourably ſoever Mr. Rowe might think of the (os 
ing of thoſe noble ſeats of the muics, not hav cc £66 
ſame advantageous notion of the propoipls in t 
credit there, he would by no means truſt a ſo 
hopes in ſuch hands; but entered him hilt a 
academy in London, and ſome time beiyr 


that he might not Wand an) advantage: Wich un mei 


liberal education could give him, he hack 116 
a 5 * 
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going to Leyden, for the laſt hand of the. great maſters 
there. And well did the fruit reward the expence of 
the culture. For, after having ſtudied Fewi/h Antiqui- 


tics under Witfus, Civil Law under Vitriarius, the 


Belles Lettres under Perizonius, and E æperimental Philo- 
/ophy under Sengucrdius; and eſtabliſhed a reputation for 
capacity, application, and an obliging deportment both 
among the profeſſors and ſtudents; he returned from that 
celebrated mart of learning with a vaſt acceſſion of trea · 
ſure, in books he had purchaſed, and knowledge he had 
amaſſed, and no loſs in his. morals, which he had pre- 
ſerved as uncorrupt as he could have done under the 

moſt vigilant eye and ſtricteſt hand, though left without 


all other reftraints but thoſe of his own virtue and pru- 
dence. 


Tarr love. of liberty had been. always one of Mr: 


 Kewwe's moſt darling paſſions. Twas a kind of ideal 
_ ruſireſs, to whoſe charms no one ever had a ſoul more 


ſenſible than his; the generous inclination beat ſtrong in 
tis breaſt, and was not to be extinguiſhed but with the 


vital flame. In theſe ſentiments ſo natural to him, he 
was not a little confirmed by his familiar acquaintance 


with the hiſtory, and the noble authors of ancient 
Greece and Rome, whoſe very ſpirit was transfuſed into 
him, and reſiding ſo long in a Republic, where he had 
examples continually before him, of the ineſtimable va- 
lue of freedom, as the parent of induſtry, the nurſe of 
arts and ſciences, and univerſal. fource of ſocial happi- 
neſs; this made him, with ſo much anxiety for his na- 


tive country, not very long after his return thither. in 


the year 1708. obſerve, that a ſet of wreiched princi- 
ples, deſtructive of its liberties and welfare, were grow- 


ing in faſhion under the countenance of ſome in power. 


To theſe he oppoſed himſelf with a zeal; which might 
have had more influence, indeed, in a higher ſphere, but 
could not have been more honeſt and open. Tyranny. 
of .ali ſorts he moſt ſincerely deteſted, but moſt of all 
fa tical, in every ſhape ; deeming the ſlavery of the 

mind 


—_ 
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mind, as the moſt' abject and' ignominious, ſo, in its 

I confequences,. more pernicious: than any other. His 

3g Lies will be a glorious monument of his love of li- 

f berty and publick good; to which may be added his 
Poems, in both which this commendable ardor is very 
viſible. From the ſame cauſe proceeded his attachment 
ty the iluſtrious houſe of Hanover, in which he had 
the ſatisfackion to ſee the proteſtant ſucceſſion to the 
Britiſh throne take place before he died, leaving the 
world more willingly, after. having been witneſs to this: 
happy event. | 


IT was with Mr. Rowe, in reſpect of his learned 
avarice, as with thoſe that love money; his defires: after 
knowledge inlarged with his acquiſitions, inſtèad of aba- 
ting. All his morning Hours, and a large part of the 
afternoon, were devoted to ſtudy, till the time of his 
being ſeiz'd with the diſtemper of which he died. His- 
library, in collecting which he was aſſiſted by his great 

knowledge of the beſt editions of books, conſiſted of a 
great number of the moſt valuable authors; and as he 
was making continual additions to it, amounted at his 
death to above five thouſand volumes. TEL 


Hs was a perfect maſter of the Gree, Latin, and 
French languages, and, which is ſeldom known to hap- 1 
pen, had at once fuclr a prodigious ſtrength of me- 10 

mory, and inexhauſtible fund of wit, the effect of a ö 
nvely imagination, as wonld ſingly have afforded a ſtock i. 
of reputation for any man to trade upon, and much 1 
more united. This, with am eafy fluency of words, the 0 

ftankneſs and benevolence of his temper, a readineſs to 1 

4 communicate of his learned ſtore, and a life and ſpirit 

which nature muſt beſtow, ſince it can be but poorly 


imitated, made his company univerſally coveted and 11 
ut. prized by thoſe that knew him. T'was impoſſible there 1 
ly. MK fhould be a drowſy foul whete Mr. Roabe was preſent ; | 
wil he animated the converſation, every one was awake, | 
” and every one pleas'd. He had a penetration, and 
n | 


quickneſs 
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quickneſs of thought, hardly to be imagined, ſo as uron 
juſt glancing qyer an author, to ſee to the bottom of 
his ſentiments. None of the politer kinds of learning 
were neglected by him. He was a good judge in po- 
etry, and had it in his power to have been himſelf an 
eminent poet; for he had actually the moſt eſſential 
parts belonging to that character, the vivid fire, ; the 
rich dein, the copious diction; but, as poetry was not his 
3 inclination, his genius had not all the po- 
iſhing which art and conſtant practice might have added 
bt to nature. Hiſtory Was his a ſtudy, for which 
| his talents of a vaſt memory, before taken notice of, and 
an exquiſite judgment, for one of his years, peculiarly 


* HE had formed a defign to compile the lives of all 
ö the illuſtrious perſons in antiquity, omitted by Plutarch, 
IH and for this purpoſe read the ancient | hiſtorians with 
great care. This defign he in part executed. Eight 
lives were publiſhed fince his deceaſe, by way of ſup- 
plement to that admir'd Biographer ; in which, tho” ſo 
young a guide, he ſtrikes out his way like one well ac- 
quainted with the dark and. intricate paths of antiquity. 
The ſtyle is perfectly eaſy, yet conciſe and nervous, 
the reflections juſt, and ſuch as might be expected from 
a lover of truth and mankind; and the facts intereſting 
in themſelves, or made ſo by the (kill uſed in relating 
them. There's a preface by the reverend and learned 
Mr. Chandler, writ after the uſual manner of that agree- 
able and lively author, with great ſpirit and elegance, 
and worthy of the excellent perſon for whoſe memory 
he expreſſes ſo high an eſteem. fle muſt be inſenſible to 
true merit (faith the ingenious prefacer) and to all juſt 
regards to the publick good, that can look over theſe valu- 
able remains, without finding in himſelf a due reſpect and 
eſteem raiſed for the author, and his own heart inſpired 
with an increaſing love to the liberties and welfare of his 
country. Beſides theſe Lives, the author had finiſhed 
and fitted for the preſs the life of Thrafitulus, mow 
oo being 
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being put into the hands of Sir Richard Steele, for his 
reviſal, was, ſome how or other, unhappily loſt, and 
could never ſince be recovered. Should this manuſcript 
be yet in being, Mr. Theophilus Rowwe, the author's bro- 
ther, will acknowledge it as a very great 'favour, if the 
perſon into whoſe hands it is fallen, will be ſo good as 
to return it him, in order to its being communicated to 
the public. The famous Mr. Dacier having tranſlated 
Plutarch's Lives into French, with remarks hiſtorical and 
critical; the Abbé Bellenger, already known (faith the 
Journal des Sga vans) in the Republic of Letters, by 
« ſome works that do him honour, added in 1734. a 
ninth tome to the other eight, conſiſting of the life of 
Hannibal, and Mr. Rowe's: Lives made. French by that 
learned Abbé; in the preface to which verſion he tran- 
ſcribes. from the preface to the Exgliſb edition the cha- 
racter of the author, with viſible approbation; and 
ſaith, the Lives were written with taſte, tho“ being a 
poſthumous work, the author had not put his laſt hand 
to it. We may preſume, from the fidelity with which 
the French tranſlator follows his original, not omitting the 
freeſt paſſages, and boldeſt ſtrokes againſt tyranny, or any _ 
way qualifying. or correcting, and expreſſing his diſſent 
from them, that he had no averſion to the author's no- 
tions of the unalienable rights and liberties of mankind. 
And I muſt own, it added not a little to the pleaſure* 
this gave me, to find an approbation in form under the 
hand of the perſon appointed by the Keeper of the ſeals, 
to read that work. It looks as if there were ſome true 
Frenchmen ſtill in being, the remains of a generous race 
(to uſe a warm phraſe of Mr. Rowe's * ) undcbauch'd by 

| 8 avis 


— 
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*The life of A4rifomenes, thus faithfully tranſlated in 
the French, Tels etotent les principes d'un peuple genereux, 
qui ne $'etoit point laifſe corrompre par de fauſſes ſubtilites, 
qui n obbiſſoit point en eſclawve, & qui ignoroit toute autre 
puifſance gue celle qui etoit dirigee & limitée par les loix. 


ſaviſÞ fop * and. jufily ignorant of any peuber nor 
guided by laws, and accountable to them. May Mr. 
Rowe's being made to ſpeak French, be one means of 
increaſing the number, and re- kindling . zeal in the 
d ere — 


Drive at Bath in e vo. My. Rowe way 
istrodueed by a gentleman of her acquaintance, into 
Mrs. Singer's —_— who lived in a retirement not 
far diſtant from that ci The idea he eonceiv'd of her 
from report, and from h ' writings, charmed him; but 
when he had ſeen and converſed with her, he felt an- 
other kind of impreſſion from the preſence of ſo much 
beauty, wit and virtue; and the eſteem of the Theoriſi 
was converted into the rapture of a Lover. During 
the courtſhip, he writ a poetical epiſtie to a friend chat 
was a neighbour of Mrs. Singer, and intimate in the 
family. J ſhall take the liberty to 3 a few lines out 
of it, not fe much for a ſpecimen of Mr. Roave's poeti- 
cal genius (tho? that appears in (her 7 as his — 
veneration for Mrs. Singer. 


Youth's livelieſt bloom, a never fating grace, 
And more than beauty ſparkles in her face; 
Vet the bright form creates no looſe defires, 7 
At once ſhe gives, and purifies our fires, j 
And paſſions chaſte as her own foul inſpires ; 
Her ſoul, Heav'n's nobleit workmanſhip, — 
To bleſs the ruin'd age, and ſaccour loſt mankind ; 
To prop abandon'd virtue's ſinking cauſe, 
And ſnatch from vice its undeſerv'd applauſe“. 
De Mas. 


* « — —— ed om. 
— — — . 
ad —— 


* Thus far was wrote by the late ingenious Mr. 
Henry Growe. Put as the Ceath of this gentleman de- 
prived the. world of the pleaſure of eng Mrs. Rowe's- 

life - 
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Mars. Elizabeth Singer was marmed to Mr. Thomas 
| Rowe in the year:1710, on which occaſion a + learned 
$ friend of Mr. Roxwe's wrote the following beautiful 
; Latin epigram: l | 

In nuptias TH OoMÆ Rows & Er1za- 
BETHñX SINGER. 


Duid dbctum par uſque tuum, ſocioſgue labore 
Fabre & Dacerii, Gallia vera crepas ? 
Par majus gens Angla dedit, juvenem atque-puellam,. 
Quos hodie ſacro fœdere junxit amor. 
Namque ea que noſtri Phœbo cecinere docente, 
Eæplicuiſſe tuis gloria ſumma foret. 


Thus tranſlated by a young gentleman: 


On the marriage of Mr, THOMAS Rowz 
and Mrs. ELIZABETH SINGER. 


No more, proud Gallia, bid the world revere 
Thy learned pair, Le Fevre and Dæcier; 


Britain 
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life completed by the ſame hand which begun it, the 
editor found himſelf obliged to attempt the fniſhing 
theſe memoirs ; a taſk, which thro' decent reſpect to the 
public, and juſt regard to the memory of Mrs. Roawr, he 
undertook with inexpreſſible reluctance, ard. for which, 
he cannot be inſenſible, a conſtant ill flate of health is 
the ſmalleſt part of his incapacity. 


Et veniam fro laude peto: contentus abun, | 
Non faſtiditus ſi tibi licter ero. Ovid. 


+ Mr. John Ruſſel, 
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Britain may boaſt, this happy day unites 
Two nobler minds in Hymen's ſacred rites: 
- What zhe/e have ſung, while all th' inſpiring Nue 
Exalt the beauties of the verſe divine; 
_ Thoſe (humble critics on th' immortal firain) 
Shall bound their fame, to comment and explain. 


As Mrs. Roabe's exalted. mei it and amiable qualities 
could hardly fail to inſpire the moſt laſting and gene- 
rous paſſion, Mr. Rowe knew how to value that trea- 
ſure of wit, ſoftneſs and virtue, which the divine Pro- 
vidence had given to his arms in the moſt lovely of 
women, and made it his ftudy to repay the felicity with 
which ſhe crowned his life. The eſteem and tenderneſs 
he had for her is inexpreſſible, and poſſeſſion ſeemed 

| ſcarce to have abated the fondneſs. and admiration of 
the lover. Twas ſome conſiderable time after his mar- 
riage, that he wrote to her a very tender ode, under 
the name of Delia, full of the warmeſt ſentiments of 
connubial friendſhip and affection; in which the follow- 
ing lines may appear remarkable, as it pleaſed Heaven 


to diſpoſe events in a manner ſo agreeable to the wiſhes 
expreſſed in them. 


Long may thy inſpiring page, 

And great example blefs the riſing age! 

Long in thy charming priſon may'ſ thou ſtay, 

Late, very late, aſcend the well-known way, 

And add new glories to the realms of day ! 

At leaſt Heav'n will not, ſure, this pray'er deny; 

Short be my life's uncertain date, 

And earlier far than thine the deſtin'd hour of fate ! 
Whene'er it comes, may'ſt thou be by, 


| upport my ſinking frame, and teach me how to die ; 


Mrs. ELIZABETH Rowe, xvi 


| Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, 
Make me to hope a gentle doom, 
And fix me all on joys to come ; 
With ſwimming eyes I'll gaze upon thy charms, 
And claſp thee dying in my fainting arms : 
Then gently leaning on, thy breaſt, 
Sink in ſoft ſlumbers to eternal reſt, 
The ghaſtly form ſhall have a pleaſing air, 
And all things ſmile, while Heav'n and thou art there. 


Mx. Rowe had not a robuſt natural conſtitution, ſo 
that his intenſe application to ſtudy might, perhaps, 
contribute to that ill ſtate of health, which allayed the 
happineſs of his marriage-life, during the greater part 
of it. In the latter end of the year 1714 his weakneſs 
increaſed, and he appeared to labour under all the ſymp- 
toms of a conſumption. | This fatal diſtemper, after 
it had confined him ſome months, cut off the faireſt 
hopes of his doing great honour and ſervice to his coun- 
try, and put a period to his life, May 13. 1715. when 
he was but juſt paſt the twenty-eighth year of his age. 
He died at Hampſtead, near London, where he had re- 
ſided ſome time for the benefit of the air; and was 
buried in the vault belonging to his family, in the 
coemetry in Buning-ficlds ; where on his tomb are only 
marked his name, and the date of his birth and death. 


ut an inſcription of greater pomp is rendered unneceſ- 


ſary by the honour Mrs. Rowe did his memory in the 
elegy ſhe wrote on his death, which 'is deſervedly ranked 
among the moſt admirable of her poetical works. 


Taz exquiſite grief and affliction Mrs. Roxve felt for 


his loſs, is deſcribed with ſuch beautiful and unaffected 
eloquence in the poem ] have juſt mentioned, and ſeveral 
of the letters inſerted in the following collection, that I 


ſhall only add on this ſubject, that ſhe continued to the laſt 


moments of her life to expreſs the higheſt veneration 
SES and 
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and affeCtion to his memory, and a particular regard and 
eſteem for his relations, ſeveral of whom ſhe honoured 
with a long and moſt intimate friendſhip. It was alſo 
Hut a ſhort time before her death, ſhe ſhewed how inca- 
pable ſhe was of forgetting him, by ſhedding freſh tears 
on occaſion of the mention of his name. 5 


"Twas only out of regard to Mr. Roawe, that with 
his ſociety ſhe was willing to bear London during the 
winter ſeaſon ;. and as ſoon after his deceaſe as her af- 
fairs would permit, ſhe indulg'd her- unconquerable in- 
elinations to ſolitude, by retiring to Frome in Somerſet- 
Hire, in the neighbourhood of which! place the greater 
part of her eſtate lay. When ſhe forſook the town, ſhe 
determined to return to it no more, but to conceal the 
remainder of her life in an abſolute retirement; yet on 
ſome few occaſions ſhe thought it her duty to violate this 
reſolution. In compliance with the impartunats requeſts 
of the honourable Mrs. Thynne,, ſhe: paſs'd ſome months 
with her at London, after the death of her daughter the 
Lady Brooke z and on the melancholy. occaſion of the 


deceaſe of Mrs. Thynne herſelf, ſhe could not diſpute the 
commands of the Counteſs of Hertford, * who earneſtly 


deſired her to reſide ſome time with her at Marlborough, 
to ſoften, by her converſation and friendſhip, the ſe- 
vere affliction of the loſs. of ſo excellent a mother: And 


I think, once or twice more, the power this laſt Lady 


had over Mrs. Ronye, drew: ber, by an obliging kind 
of violence, to ſpend a few months at this or ſome 
other of her Ladyſhip's country ſeats. Vet even on 
theſe occaſions, ſhe never quitted her retreat without 
very ſincere regret ; and always returned to it again as 
ſoon as ever ſhe could with decency diſengage herſelf 


from the importunity of her noble friends. 


1 „* ts. POT * 
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* Now. Ducheſs of Somerſet. 
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"Twas in this receſs that ſhe compoſed the moſt ce- 


lebrated of her works, * Friendſbip in Death, and the 
ſeveral parts of the Letters Moral and Entertaining. 
The drift of the Letters from the dead i, (as the inge- 
nious author of the preface expreſſes it) to impreſs the 
notion of the ſouls immortality, without which, all wir- 
tue and religion, with their temporal and eternal good con- 
Sequences, muſt fall to the ground; and to make the mind 
contract, as it were, unawwares, an habitua([ perſuaſion of 
| our future exiflence, by writings built on that foundation, 
and addreſſed to the affettions and imagination, It may 
alſo be added, that the deſign both of 74-/2, and the 
Letters Moral and Entertaining, is by fititious ex- 
amples of heroic virtue and the moſt generous benevo- 
lence, to allure the reader to the practice of every thing 


that ennobles human nature, and benefits the world; 


and by juſt and lively images of the remorſe and miſery 
attendant on. vice, to warn the young and unthinking 
from being ſeduced to ruin by the inchanting name of 
pleaſure ; the piety of which deſign is the more worthy. 
of the higheſt panegyric, as it is ſo uncommon in witty 
and polite writers. The greater part of the poets of 


our country have apparently employ'd all their wit and 


art, to diſguiſe the native deformity of vice, and ſtrew 
flowers on the paths to perdition. But this excellent 
lady {as was obſerv'd of an F eminent genius of the laſt 
age) aſſeſſed o much ſfirength and firmneſs of * 
. Y 
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* The dates of theſe ſeveral pieces are as follow: 
Friendſhip in Death, in twenty Letters from the Dead to 

the Living, 1728. | 
Letters Moral and. Entertaining, in Proſe and Verſe, 

Pax r I. 1729. PART II. 1731. PART III. 1733. 
Theſe Works of Mrs. Rowe were tranſlated into French, 


and publiſh'd at Amſterdam, in the year 1740. in two 
volumes, 1 2mo. | | 


t. Mr. Gauly,. 
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and ſuch a fer ec] natural gooducſi, as could not be per- 
werted ly the largentſs of Fer wit, and was prof againſ} 
the art of poetry itſelf. For the elegant Letters which 
gave occaſion to remark this diſtinction in Mrs. Rowe's 
character as an author, are not only chaſte and inno- 
cent, but greatly ſubſervient to the intereſt of Heaven, 
and evidently deſigned, by repreſenting virtue in all her 
genuine beauty, to recommend her to the choice and 
acmiration of mankind. | ig 


Is the year 1736. the importunity of ſome of Mrs. 
Rowe's acquaintance, who had ſeen the Hiflory of Jo- 
ſeph in mavuſcript, prevailed on her (tho' not with- 
out real reluctance) to ſuffer it to be made public. She 


wrote this piece in her younger years, and when firſt 


Printed, had carried it on no farther than the marriage 
of the hero of the poem; but at the requeſt of her friends 
{particularly of an * illuſtrious lady, to whom ſhe could 
ſcarce refuſe any thing) ſhe added two books, to include 
the relation of Jeſeph's diſcovery. of himſelf to his bre- 


. thren; the compoſing of which, I am informed, was no 


more than the labour of three or föur days. This ad- 
ditional part, which was her Iaſt work, was publiſhed 


but a few weeks before her death. 


Tais grand event, to prepare for which ſhe had 
made ſo much the buſineſs of her life, befel her, ac- 
cording to her wiſh, in her beloved receſs. © She en- 
jeyed an uncommon ſtrength of conſtitution, and had 
paſſed à long ſeries of years with ſcarce any indiſpo- 
fition ſevere enough to confine her to her bed. But 
about half a year before her deceaſe, ſhe was attacked 
with a diſtemper, which ſeemed to herſelf, as well as 
others, attended with danger: Tho? this diſorder (as ſhe 
expreſſed herſelf te one of her moſt intimate friends) 
found her mind not quite fo ſerene, and prepared to 

| | | 8 meet 
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meet death, as uſual ; yet when by devout contem- 
plations on the atonement and mediation of our bleſſed 
Redeemer, ſhe had fortified herſelf againſt that fear and 
diffidence, from which the moſt exalted piety does not 
always ſecure in ſuch an awful hour, ſhe experienced 
ſuch divine ſatisfaction and tranſport, that ſhe ſaid with 
tears of joy, ſhe knew not that ſhe had ever felt the like 
in all her life; and ſhe repeated on this occaſion, Mr. 
Pope's verſes, intitled, The Dying Chriſtian to his Soul, 
with an air of ſuch intenſe pleaſure, as evidenced that 
ſhe really felt all the elevated ſentiments of pious ec- 
ſtaſy and triumph, which breathe in that beautiful piece 
of ſacred poetry. After this threatning illneſs, Mrs. 
Roave recovered her uſual good ſtate of health; and 
tho' at the time of her deceaſe ſhe was ſomewhat ad- 
vanced in age, yet her exact temperance, and the 
calmneſs of her mind, undiſturbed with uneaſy cares 
and paſſions, encouraged her friends to flatter them- 
ſelves with a much longer enjoyment of ſo valuable a 
life, than it pleaſed Heaven to allow them. * On the 
day in which ſhe was ſeized with that diſtemper, which 
in a few hours proved mortal, ſhe ſeemed to thoſe about 
her, to be in perfect health and vigour; and in the 
evening, about eight of the clock, ſhe converſed with 
a friend with all her wonted vivacity, and not without 
laughter; after which ſhe retired to her chamber. At 
about ten, her ſervant hearing ſome noiſe in her miſtreſs's 
room, ran inſtantly into it, and found her fallen off the 
chair on the floor, ſpeechleſs, and in the agonies of 
death. She had the immediate aſſiſtance of a phyſician 
and ſurgeon, but all the means uſed were without ſuc- 
ceſs ; and after having given one groan, ſhe expired, a 
few minutes before two of the clock, on Sunday morn- 
ing, Feb. 20. 1736-7. Her diſeaſe was judged to be 

an 
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* Feb. 19. Saturday, a day of the week which ſhe 
had ſet apart, to employ a large portion of it in extra- 
ordinary devotion. | 


of reaſon below the ſkies. 


XXil The LIFE off | 
an apoplexy. A pious book was found lying open 


by her; as alſo ſome looſe papers, on which ſhe had 
wrote the following unconnected ſentences : + 


'O guide, and counſel, ani proted? my foul from ſin! 
O ſpeak, and let me know thy heawnly will, 
Speak evidently to my liſ'ning ſoul ! 

O fill my foul with love, with light, and peace, 
And whiſper heav'nly comforts to my ſoul ; 

O ſpeak, celeſtial ſpirit, in the firain 

Of love and heav*nly pleaſure to my ſoul ! 


Tuvs it appeared, that in reading pious meditations, 
or forming devout ejaculations for the divine favour and 
aſſiſtance, Mrs. Rowe made the laſt uſe of the powers 


As ſhe was preatly apprehenſive that the violence of 
pain, or languors of a ſick bed, might occaſion ſome 
depreſſion of ſpirits, and melancholy fears, unſuitable 
to the character and expectations of a Chriſtian, i? was 
her earneſt and daily praytr to Heawen, as her manu- 
ſeript book of devotions informs me, that ſhe might not 
in this manner difhonour her profeſſion; and to her 
friends ſhe often expreſſed herſelf defirous of a ſudden 
removal to the ſkies, as it muft neceſſarily prevent oY 

ach 
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1 ſt contiined ſome meditations on religious ſubjects; 
but the book is loſt, and the title of it eannot be exactly 
remembered by thoſe who were about Mrs. R:awe at the 
time of her death. 


+ Theſe papers contain a few more lines which I 
have not tranſcribed, becauſe they are ſo ill written (oc- 


caſioned, perhaps, by the trembling of her hand at the 
approach of death) that it was net poſſible or me to 


make any conſiſtent ſenſe of them. 
1 
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ſuch indecent behaviour in her laſt moments: So that 
as the ſuddenneſs of Mrs. Roawe's death muſt be num 
bered among the many felicities with which ſhe was fa- 
voured by Providence, it may alfo be interpreted as a 


reward of her ſingular piety, and a mark of the divine 
favour in anſwer to her prayers. 


Mrs. Rowe ſeem'd, by the gayety and chearfulneſs 
of her temper, to be peculiarly fitted to enjoy life, and 
all its innocent ſatisfactions; yet, inſtead of any exceſ- 
ſive fondneſs for things preſent and viſible, her contempt 
for what ſhe: ufed to term a low ſtate of exiſtence, and 
a dull round of infipid pleaſures, and the ardor with 
which ſhe breathed after the divine enjoyments of a 
future world, were inconceivably great. When her 
acquaintance expreſfed to her the joy they felt at ſee- 
ing her look ſo well, and poſſeſſed of ſo much health 
as promiſed many years to come, ſhe was wont to re- 
ply, That it was the ſame as telling a ſlave his fetters 
abere like to be laſting; or complimenting him on the 
ſtrength of the walls of his dungeon. And the fervor 
of her wiſhes to commence the life of angels, irreſiſti- 
_ bly broke from her lips in numberleſs other inſtances, 
This ſatiety of all things beneath the ſkies, and impa- 
tience after the perfect fruition of God, might, per- 
haps, be the occaſion, that in ſeveral periods of her life 
ſhe had flattered herſelf that ſhe was near that bleſſed 
ſtate on which ſhe had fixed all her hopes. And in 
Particular, a little time before her death, ſhe expreſſed 
to ſeveral of her friends, her firm perſuaſion that her 
continuance on earth would be very ſhort ; but with- 
out aſſigning any peculiar reaſon for this opinion. I 
would not preſume to lay any kind of ſtreſs on ſuch 
| ſappoſed preſages; but as they have already been re- 


lated to the public, I thought it not proper to omit all 
mention of them. | 


80 
Sur was buried, according to her requeſt, under the 
dame ſtone with her father in the meeting place at Frome ; 


one 
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on which occaſion her funeral ſermon was preached to a 

very crowded auditory, by the reverend and worthy Mr. 
Bowden, Her death was lamented with very uncommon 
and remarkable ſorrow, by all who had heard of her 
virtue and merit ; but particularly. by thoſe of the, town 
where ſhe had ſo long reſided, and her moſt intimate 
acquaintance. Above all, the news of her death touched 
the poor and diſtreſſed with inexpreſſible affliction; and 
at her doors, and over her grave, they bewailed the 
loſs of their benefactor, poured bleſſings on her memory, 
and recounted to each other the gentle and condeſcending 
manner with which ſhe heard their requeſts, and the nu- 
merous inſtances in which they had experienced her 
goodneſs and bounty. 


Is Mrs. Row?” cabinet were found the following 
letters to ſeveral of her friends, for whom ſhe had an 
high eſteem and affection, which ſhe had ordered to 
be delivered to the perſons to whom they were di- 
refed, immediately after her deceaſe, and by their 
obtiging permiſſion I communicate them to the pub- 
* 1 85 : 


— 
* 


* Beſides the letters I have here inſerted, Mrs. Rowe 
wrote one to Dr. Watts, already printed before her 
Devotions ; and another to the author of theſe me- 
moirs, Which ſeemed of too private a nature to accom- 


pany the reſt, 


70 
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70 the Counteſs of HexTrogD; ® 


Maps M, | l 
HIS is the laſt letter you will ever. receive from 
me; the laſt aſſarance I ſhall give you, on 578 
of a ſincere and ſtedfaſt friendſhip. But when we me 
again, I hope it will be in the heights of immortal love 
and ecſtaly. Mine, perhaps, may be the firſt glad ſpirit 
to congratulate your ſafe arrival on the happy ſhores: 
Heaven can witneſs how fincere my concern for your 
happineſs is: Thither I have ſent my ardent wiſhes, that 
you may be ſecured from the flattering deluſions of the 
world; and after your pious example has been long a 
bleſſing to mankind, may you calmly reſign your brea b, 
and enter.the confines of unmoleſted joy. | 


I am now taking my farewel of you here, hut as 
a ſhort adieu; for I die with full perſuaſion that we ſhall 
ſoon meet again. But oh! in what elevation of happi- 
neſs! in what enlargement of mind, and perfe&ion of 
every faculty ! What tranſporting refletions ſhell we 
make on the advantages of which we ſhall ſind Orſelves 
eternally poſſeſf'd]! To him that loved, and waſh'd us in 
his blood, we ſhall aſcribe immortal glory, dominion and 
praiſe forever. 


Tuis is all my ſalvation, and all my N That 
name in whom the Gentiles truſt, in whom all the fa- 
mily on earth are bleſſed, is now my glorious, my un- 
failing confidence; in his merits alone I expect to ſtand 
juſtified before infinite purity and juſtice. How poor 
were my hopes, if I depended on thoſe works, whicli 
my own vanity, or the partiality of men, have called 
good; and which, examined by divine purity, would 
prove, perhaps, but ſpecious fins ! The belt actions of 
VL. I. f b my 
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on which den hor funeral ſermon was FOOT ton | 


very crowded auditory, by the reverend and worthy Mr. 
Bowden, ., Her death was lamented with very uncommon 
and remarkable ſorrow, by all who had heard of her 
virtue and merit; but "IP ly. by thoſe of the town 
Where ſhe had fo long relided, J, and her moſt intimate 
acquaintance. Above all, the news of her death touched 


the poor and diſtreſſed with inexpreſlible affliction; and 


at her doors, and over her grave, they bewalled the 
lofs of their beneſactor, 1 bleſſings on her memory, 
and reoounted-to each other the gentle and condeſcending 
manner with which ſhe heard their 1 and the nu- 
merous inftances in which 68 Mabe e ** 
Ae and bounty. fr 


Id Mrs. Rowe's: cabinet were found the. following 
fillet 6 ſeveral of her. friends, for whom ſhe had an 
'bigh choke and affection, which ſhe had ordered to 
de delivered to the perſons to whom they were di- 
rected, immediately after her deceaſe, and by their 
1 * * 1 communicate them to JR pub- 
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7 Beſides 5 1 I {$66 here AY Mrs. Roave 
wrote one to Dr. Watts, already printed before her 
Devotions; and another to the author of theſe me- 
moirs, which ſeemed 5 too . a nature to accom- 
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12 Logs 5} * 

To the Gun of Henrroael * 
2 en vis 
TOWNS . a Fg K ab 


Els is the laft letter you wit ever. reli from 

me; the laſt aſſarance I ſhall ; give you, on At 
of a fincere and ſtedfaſt friendſhip. But when we in l 
again, I hope it will be in the heights of immortal U 
and ecſtaſy. . Mine, perhaps, be the firſt glad ſpirit 
to congratulate your ſafe En © on the happy ſhores: 
Heaven can witneſs how fincere my concern 55 
happineſs is: Thicher I have, ſent my ardent wiſhes,. 
7 may be ſecured from the is deluion 5 eſe e 
world ; and after your pious example, has been ! 
4 5 to mankind, may you calmly 15788 e brea ath, | 

e confines of unmoleſte %. 
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I am now taking my farewel of you "IA bur a 
a ſhort adieu; for I die with full perſuaſion that Fre 6 gall 
ſoon meet . again. But oh! in whas nt elevation of 9 5 5 | 
neſs! in what enlargement of mind, and 'petfe n 
every faculty! What ch ae refle&tions: 1 | 
make on the advantag 6s which we ſhall find So 
eternally poſſeſf d! To him that loved, and waſti'd as in 
his blood, we ſhall aſcribe immortal glory, ae 22 
praiſe forever. 3 Io Nur 
"Tas af my legion, and all my hope ! That 
name in whom the Gentiles truſt, in whom all the fa- 
mily on earth. are bleſſed, is now my s, my un- 
failing confidence; in kits merks alone Fon ct to ſtand 
Juſtified before infinite purity and juſtice. How poor 
were my hopes, if I depended on thoſe works, which 
my own oy gat; or the partiality of men, have called 
goad ; and wbich, examined by divine purity, would 
ores perhaps, but * ſins! The bel actions of 
Vor. I. b my 
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ace life is in the ſound! Let angels ſet thee to their 
2] i harps! let the ranſom'd nations forever N 


7 


8 . 1 1E 
my life would be found defeQtive, if brought to he teſt 


of that unblemiſh'd holineſs, in whoſe fight the heavens 
are not clean. Where were my hopes, but for a Re- 


| 3 s merits and atonement ! how deſperate, how 


ene my condition! With the utmoſt advantages I 
, I ſhould ſtart back and tremble at the 2 
appearing before the unblemilh'd majeſty.—O Jeſus, 
harmony dwells in thy name! Celeſtial joy ard 


W N a ajzam is ly life! what BEAM are Ks 
ſenſe! All the glories of mortality, my much- 
I bend, will be nothing in your view, at the awful 
hour of death, when you muſt be ſeparated from the 
whole creation, — the borders of the immaterial 
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perſuades me this will be my laſt fare- 
vel in Heaven forbid that it ſhould be an 
verlaſting parting! May that divine protection whoſe 

I implore, keep you ſtedfaſt in the Faith of Chriftia- 
ity; e. your ſteps in che fricteſt paths of virtue! 


L a "my mod der friend, "tilt we meet in the pa- 


nadiſe of God. 
„„ | Exiz. Rove 
a | ia 
17 the Earl 70 Onnray. k . 
5 Tn.” | 


HERE b wide inning nib in the 
meſſage you ordered me to deliver to your charm- 

* E when I met her gentle ſpirit LS ne 
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bliſsful regions, which I believe will be very ſoon. I 
am now acting the laſt of life, and compoſing my- 
ſelf to meet the univerſal terror with a fortitude beco- 
ming the principles of Chriſtianity, *Tis only thro' the 
great Redeemer's merits and atonement, that I hope to 
pals undaunted thro' the fatal darkneſs. 


Beere him death, the griſly tyrant, flies, 
He wipes the tears forever from our eyes. 


_ ALL human greatneſs makes no figure to my preſent 
' apprehenſion ; every diſtinction vaniſhes but thoſe of 
virtue and real merit. Tis this which gives a peculiar 
regard for ſuch a character as yours, and gives me hopes 
your Example will not fall ſhort of thoſe of your illu- 
ſtrious anceſtors. The approaches of death ſet the world 
in a true light; its brighteſt advantages appear no more 
than a dream, in that ſolemn period. The immortal 
mind, perhaps, will quit a cottage with leſs regret than 
it would leave the ſplendor of a palace; and the breathleſs 
duſt ſleep as quietly beneath the graſly turf, as under the 
parade of a coſtly monument. _ Theſe are inſignificant 
circumſtances to a ſpirit doom'd to an endleſs duration of 
- miſery, or bliſs. Tis this important concern, my Lord, 
that has induced me to ſpend my time in a peaceful re- 
tirement, rather than to waſte it in a train of thoughtleſs 
amuſements. My thoughts are grown familiar with the 
ſolemnity of dying, and death ſeems to advance, not 
as an inflexible tyrant, but as the peaceful meſſenger of 
liberty and happineſs. May I make my exit in that elate 
manner, thoſe charming lines of Mr. Pope deſcribe. 


De evorld recedes, it diſappears ; 
Heaw'n opens on my eyes, my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount ! I Ay! 
O grave! where is thy victory? 
DO death! where is thy fing? 


b 2 Tur 


K* " The IE 


F * 
* * 4 
2 — 


Tus nor 1 am apipenchiog- to wks; flo 
more extenſive and inlarg'd I find the principles of ami 
and good will in my: ſoul: From hence ariſe the = 
Gocere wiſhes for your happineſs, and of the _ 
pledges your lovely Henrietta left. Oh ! my 


you would: diſcharge the. ſacred: truſt, keep tem Vande 
your own inſpection. i 


Tuts will not rench you, my Lord, ill I am na 
the ceremony of ſubſcribing i | 


Tun aur arb ee. 
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+ ſhort, but I hope the. friendſhip beg up by it, will 
be ranſmitted to the regions of perfect 45 and: bliſs. 
It would not be worth the while to cheriſh he impreſ- 
fions of a virtuous friendſhip, if the generous nga ement 
was to be diffoly'd with mortal life: Such a thought 


would give the grave a deeper gloom, "ada new 
dorfer; 9 the fu Aarne, © 0 | . 44 


Bur, I confeſs; F have brighter Ges Ae, A0 am 
fully perſuaded, thoſe noble attachments that ate founded 
on real merit, are of an immortal date: That benig- 
nity, that divine charity, which juſt warms the ſoul in 
theſe cold regions, will ſhine with new luſtre, and burn 


with an eternal ardor in the happy ſeats of peace and 
love. e O 


3 DP 18 50 
My preſent experience 2 in this truth; 
the,powers of nature are Yooping, the vital ſpark 2 
langui 
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languid and faint ; while my affe&ion for my ſurviving 
friends was never more warm, my concern for their hap- 
pineſs was never more ardent and ſincere. 


Tars makes me employ ſome of the laſt part of my 
time in writing to three or four perſons, whoſe merit 
requires my eſteem, in hopes this ſolemn ra uw 
weave: 'B: Arlon * on their minds. 


4 going to act che aft and 8 important part 
of human life; in a little time I ſhall land on the immor- 
tal coaſts, where all is new, amazing, and nner 
1 however: gloomy: the paſſage appears, 


| Srveth: folds, beyond the fevelling la, 7 
Stund ueſpil in loving. green: „ 
95 to the Jews old Cinaan food, 
Whil Jn. rold between. x 

; Dr, WaTtTs. 


Metis cannot but Fier on the Fatal 'brinks, un 
DN to try the grand experiment, whilſt the hopes of 
Chriſtianity alone can fapport the ſoul in this ſolemn 
Eriſis. In this exigence the eternal Spirit whiſpers peace 
and pardon to the dying ſaint, thro'-the atonement, and 


brightens the ſhadow of death with ſome glimmering of 
immortal light. 


Tri Mrs. Theobald, 1 hope to meet her in the 
| hining realms of love and unmingled bliſs ;. 


M here erown'd with joy, and ever-blooming * 
| The jocund hours dance on ther endleſs round. 
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_ To Mrs. SARAH Rowe. 
My dear Mother, © FG REC GALT e ah 
I AM now taking my final adieu of this world, in cer 
tain hopes of meeting you in the next. I carry to 
my grave my affection and gratitude to your family, and 
ſeave you with the ſincereſt concern for your ow-u hap- 
| 2 and the welfare of your family. May my prayers 
e anſwered, when I am ſleeping in the duſt! O may 
the angels of God conduct you in the paths of immortal 
lory and pleaſure ! I would collect the powers of my 
oul, and gf bleſſings for you with all the holy? violence 


of prayer. God Almighty, the God of your pious an- 


ceſtors, who has been your dwelling-place for many ge- 
nerations, bleſs you! OR | 


Tis but a ſhort ſpace I have to meaſure, the ſha- 
dows are lengthening, and my ſun declining. That 
goodaeſs which has hitherto conducted me, will not fail 
me in the haſt concluding act of life; that name which 
I have made my glory and my boaſt, ſhall then be my 
ſtrength and my ſalvation. To meet death with a be- 
coming forttude, is a part above the powers of nature, 
and which I can perform by no power or holineſs of my 
own; for oh! in my beft eſtate I am altogether vanity ; 
a wretched, helpleſs ſinner: But in the merits and perfect 
_ righteouſneſs of God my Saviour, I hope to appear ju- 
ſtified at the ſupreme tribunal, where I muſt ſhortly ſtand 
to be judg d. 1 

e ls E. Rows. 


n — 


Sine Mrs. Rowe's death, agreeably to her requeſt, 
the reverend Dr. Watts has reviſed and publiſhed her de- 
votions, under the title of Devout Exerciſes of the Heart, 
c. In which, if ſome expreſſions (as the ingenious 
editor obſerves, and Mrs. Rowe herſelf was not inſen- 
üble) may ſeem a /i/tle too rapturous; a juſt regard yo 
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the fer; and particular genius of the author, will. prevail 
for a gentle cenſure. It could. ſcarce be expected that a 
lady ſhould be verſed in the art of ſtrict reaſoning ; and 
it ought to be eafily forgiven, if ſhe wrote on religious 
ſubjects, even in proſe, rather with the fire and bold li- 
cenſe of a poet, than the accuracy of a divine and a phi- 
loſopher. It may alſo be , that many of theſe 
exerciſes. of piety. were the productions of youth; and all 
of them, at firſt, compoſed only to aſſiſt her own private 
devotion, and improvement in virtue, tho' ſhe afterwards 
thought fit to — them for publie wew after her * : 
n in dt of the 1 vom e. n 


Apri a0. 1735. 

1. 7 father s God; if hou wile now ſdeedily. deliver 
me, and ſend me an anſwer of peace, then I will record 
#hy ſeveral mercies, and fave the catalogue as a teftimany. 
of thy truth, and a ſeal to the veracity of the ſcripture 
promiſes ; and leave it with a charge to 2 publiſbed to thy 


honour, at my death, that ages yet unborn 2 riſe ® and 
ble gs thee, and truft in thy ao 


| Tax miſcellaneous pieces that compoſe the- following 
collection, were written in various periods of Mrs. Rowe's 
life, and are communicated to the world, in obedience 
to her commands, delivered to me ſince her deceaſe. 
She bad 12 other wiew in their publication (to uſe the 
words of the letter in which ſhe intruſted them.to my 
care) but the profit, or innocent, entertainment of the 
reader. ] hope, (continues ſhe) all my preſent defign. is 
abfiratly the intereſt virtue; for a reputation among 
mortals is @ very infignificant thing to one, who hopes 
before theſe papers are publiſbea, to be above their cen- 

ſure or applauſe, and to. receive the approbation of the 
Supreme Judge: But if the 2 be any advantage to the 
cauſe of virtue, it. will 3 a ans * to 75 


. 
n 
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Taken from the author's manuſcript. 


Wold eee LEP E of 


To the pipers ene fi printed from the author's Mann- 
ts, T have judged it proper to prefix. the poems ſhe 
permitted, in her life. time, to he inſerted in the Miſcel- 
anier: So that theſe volumes, with her Leiters, the 
ba eel of Jaſtpb, and her Draurions, may be reckoned 
o complete her works. Fot the ſmall collection in verſe, 
Written in her youth, when ſhe was at a'boardinig-ſthool 
mn the country, or ſoon after leaving it, appeared rather 
duch as might be erpected from this early feaſon, and. 
1 Btantion in life, than fit to aceempany 
tre productions f her maturer years: Nor could I, Wich- 
out violating the reſpett due to Mrs. Rowe, endes vour 
to revive the memory of her firſt attempts in poetry, 
" Which, as Juvenile follics, ſhe_ thought only worthy of 


« " , N * * "% ; 
_ perpetual oblivion. | 
IVORY TD 6 r 2 


is alfo, dy Mrs. Row?'s order, that this edition, 
*of her remains is inlarged with ſome ſeledt ꝓoems on fe- 
veral occaſions, b Mir. Thomas Rowe, of which no, 
more than two Tmall- tranſfations from the. French, were 
printed in his life-time. ' "Theſe. eſfays in poetry, may be 
looked on only as the elegant amuſement of ſome hours 
F relaxation from *more ferious ſtudies: They do not 
appear to have been fitted for the preſs; and, as by the 
immature death of tke author they were deprived of the 
advantage of his laſt corrections, it would be ſearte rea- 
fonable to expect they ſhould be above all need of that 
candor*which is eminently due to poſthumous pieces. 
Met they ew © much ſtrength of genius, and true 
otic fre, as Will, I douht not, eaſily atone for any 


Night inaccuracies, which the ſevericy of malignant cri- 


may be able to diſcover. 


O occaſfon of this preſent collection, it is fit to ac- 
Yatint the publick, ' that a large debt of gratitude is due 
om them to Mrs. Roxw/'s friends, for the elegant ant 
luſtructive entertainment they cannot fail to receive from 
her familiar letters; and in juſtice to the writer's me- 
mory, it 15” neceſfary to add, that if fome of theſe let- 

1 Rs Þ 
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ters ſeem. abrupt and imperſect, it is dwing to the deli. 
eacy of the perſons to whom they were wrote, who 


have obliged the editor to ſacrifice feveral paſſages in- 
| "_ to that * ſo mae attendant on merit. 


A= Mrs. Noabe paſſed dlinoft all her days in retire- 
ment, the fewpneſs of the facts related in che former part 
of cheſe memdirs, will not, I preſume, appear ſurprifing. 
Her ® /if+ was not varie ⁊vuitb accidents to divert the 
render: "Twas moore pleaſant for herſelf to live, than 
for an hiftorian to deſeribe. So that being an uniform 
courſe of devotion, benevolence; and indifferetice to the 
world, when you have the hiſtory of one week of her 
life, you have the hiſtory of the whole. This occaſions- 
her character being ſo much longer than the hiftoricab 
part; her character, which only repreſents what ſhe Was 
every day, and which could not be ſhortened without 


1 8 to her, and the world. 
8 { 


in SHALL not attempt to give a character of Mrs. 
Rowe's works, ſince the number of their editions, and 
the approbation and applauſ they have received from 
ſdme of the beſt judges, and moſt celebrated writers of 
the age, may ſeem to render any farther panegy ric 
fuperſſuous. Will only add, that her exquiſite wit, | 
and beautiful imagination, were ſcarce any thing in- 
debted to the aſſiſtance of art or labour; and Mr. Prior, 
who in the preface to his poems has done juſtice to the 
fineng 5 of her genius, might, with equal truth, bave 
plied to her what he has faid of an + eminent wit of 
x + laſt· age. Such avere the natural faculties and ftrength 
of her ad, that ſhe had occaſion to borrow wery little 
* education; and ſhe owed thoſe advantages to her own' 
| EY 3 good. 


5 
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4 Mr: i Boas s 3 Plutarch.. 


' + The Earl of: ä See Prior's dedication of his 
Poems. 


i "The LIFE of 


" tet parte, nnn 
Her ait vas abundant, noble, bold. Wit, in moſt wwri- 


ders, is like à fountain in a garden, ſupplied by ſeveral 
fireams, brought thro' artful pipes, and playing fometimes + 
agreeably : But Mrs. Rowe's was a ſource arifing from 
the top of a mountain, which forced iti own- way, a 


awith inexhauſtible © ſupplies delighted and inriched the 


country thro' which it paſſed. She read no critics, nor 
could her genius brook the diſcipline of rules: And as 
the pains of 7 to her ſome kind of 
W ſhe ſeldom any great alterations in her 
compdſures, from what they were 3 ſhe firſt gave 
copies of them to her friends. For ſhe did not ſet ſo 
bigh a value on her works, as to employ much labour 
im. finiſhing them with. the utmoſt accuracy; and ſhe 
wrote. verſes thro' inclination, and rather as an amuſe- 
ment, than as a ſtudy and profeſſion, to excel 1 in «hich 
ſhe ſhould make the buſineſs of her life. 


Mrs. Rowe was not a regular beauty, yet de * 
ſeſſed a large meaſure of the charms of her ſex. She 
was of a moderate ſtature, her hair of a fine auburn 
_  eptour, and her eyes of a darkiſh grey inclining to blue, 


' and full of fire. Her complexion was exquiſitely fair, 


_ _ and & natural roſy bluſh glowed in her cheeks. She 

ſpoke gracefully, and her voice was exceeding ſweet and 
harmonious, and perfectly ſuited to that gentle language 
which always flowed from her lips. But the ſoftneſs and 
benevolence of her aſpect is beyond all defcription : It 
inſpired irreſiſtible love, yet not without ſome mixture 
of that awe and veneration, which diftinguiſhed ſenſe 
and virtue apparent in the 3 are wont to 
create. . 


Hax acquaintance with the great, had taught her all 
the accompliſhments of good breeding, and complacency 
of behaviour; and without formality or affectation, = 
"= in a diſtant ſolitude, all the addreſs and 

1888 a court. But that ſhe learned no more _ 

+: e 
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the real elegancies of grandeur, ſhe calls on one of her 
moſt intimate friends to witneſs. I can appeal to you 
(ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady who had long known her) 
if you ever knew me deſcend. to any thing diſguiſe or 

 ertifice in my whole conduct. She was alſo very remote 
from-/ extravagance in habit, and ſeemed to haye per- 
fectly ſubdued the love of the vain ſhew of life; in 
which ſhe may be thought to diſcover an elevation of 
ſoul ſuperior to the natural inclinations of her ſex, and 
great ſtrength of virtue, in reſiſting the general example 
of the age in which ſhe lived. The labours of the toi- 
lette conſumed very little of her time: She juſtly de- 
ſpiſed the arts of dreſs and ornament, and endeavoured 
to infuſe the ſame contempt of them into all her ac- 
quaintance; yet without falling into the other extreme, 
of indecent negligence. „„ 


o 
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Tux love of ſolitude, which ſeems almoſt inſepara- 
ble from a * poetic genius, diſcovered itſelf very early 
in Mrs. Rowe, and. never forſook her but with life it- 
ſelf. Before her marriage, tho' it cannot be doubted 
that ſhe was often ſolicited to quit her beloved obſcurity, 
yet ſhe had only made a ſhort viſit to the town of a few 
weeks. After Mr. Rawwe's deceaſe, as a detent retreat 
ſeemed to her alone ſuited to a ſtate of widowhood, 
her averſion to a public appearance in the world in- 
creaſed ; and the approach of. the decline of life, deter; 
mined her yet more ſtrongly to devote the remainder of 
her days to retirement; nor could any arguments or 
perſuaſions of her friends, prevail with Mrs. Rowe to 
alter her ſentiments and conduct in this inſtance. This 
reſolution: was. unhappy for the world, as it deprived 
them of the Bas — of ſo fair a pattern of piety and 
goodneſs, and muſt not be generally propaſed to the 
imitation of the virtuous part of mankind. For, as a 
127 celebrated 


8 
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a Scriptorum chorus onmis amai nemus, & fugit urbes. 
Ia ns} Io | Hon. lib. ii. ep. 2. 
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F Freſhifted Writer fays, Nhe good oh Bf not „binder 
Vo forſalle the abur lu, unleſs the Bull hail the ſame modern 
Hen, ed avere ailing to Filho Hhem into be I iu. 
4 Nor. did Mrs. Rowe recommend ſuch a conduct to others; 
for the thus e s her ſentiments on this ſubjeR, in a 
letter to a friend, which ſhe wrote a few. before 
Her death. Tit an injury to mankind, to wiſh you h 
1 born te a life of repoſe antl leifere : : There are te 
examples of generofity and juſtice in the verd. to 
LEG any perſon of good charakter conceaÞd. There are, 
inderd,. a. ſet of inſignificant and profirgate mortals, who, 
[4 they ſhould take it into their heads to elope from man- 
nf, and run "wild in the woods, the public would be fo. 
Far from bein detriment ell, that they *woultl Be highly 
vhliget'by it 3. thats thoje 'ortly a 25 a grace to human: 
nature, mi be appear in ative and public flations. I do 
wor, ſays the, in a letter to anther, friend, af: any. 
 Yeclufe notiohs of religion; my "thoughts 'of That are juſt 
i reverſe, amd all eafy ana rfoctable. Upon the whole, 
His. ew faid with the greateſt truth, in defence or 
. Rewy's retreat, that ſhe did not fly to defarts that: 
wholly relign herſelf to floth; and a monaſtic 
Nina ' devotion unprofitable to the world; but amidſt. 
heh viet and leiſure of ſolitude, "the employed no ſmall 
her time in ations of munificence' and _: 
8 25 in compoſing thoſe works with which the has oblige 
he public, which, as they infpire the. nobleſt obo 
of benevolence and Riel, may de of the moſt Jus. 
and extenſive benefit to mankind. 


Ir has been imputed to — of OPT wal aſcetic 
ves, that tho' their auſtere virtue may preſerve” them 
From ſenſual indulgencies, againſt hich” they are wont 
_—_ the utmoſt ſeverity ; yet they are too fre- 

buds apt to ſooth Mkinſetes in Werle, ill. natttre, cen - 
ae. and the like hateful diſpaſitions of the mind. 


* 
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The luſtre of Mrs. -Roxve's character was not ſullied by 
io great u blemiſh. She was as exemplary for every ſo- 
vid] and pood-natur'd virtue, as for the exact ſanctity of. 

her manners and juſthy thought the ſins, to which the 

Foul is tempted by its union with the body, attended. 

with leſs degrees of guilt than thoſe other vice of = 
graver fort, which ſhe believed, debaſed human nature 

into a nearer refemblance to that moſt evil and malevo- 

Jent ſpirit, who. is repreſented, -in the ſacred writings, 

as perſectly oppoſite to the benignity of. the ſupreme- 


Sat had the happieſt command over her. paſſions, and 
maintained a conſtant calmneſs of temper, and ſweetneſs 
of diſpoſition, that could not be-ruffled with adverſe ac- 

_ eidents, nor ſoured by the approach of old age itſelſ. 
It has been queſtioned whether ſhe was ever angry in 
her whole life; at leaſt with regard to thoſe little miſ- 

fortunes, and diſpleaſing incidents, that oecur in com- 

mon life, which, tho” really -of a trivial nature, fre- 

quently prove too ſtrong temptations to indecencies- of 
paſſion; ſhe was only wont te turn theſe into ſubfects 

of mirth and agreenble raillery. And ns perſons are 
apt to be leaſt on their guard againſt exceſſes of this 
kind towards inferiors and domeſtics, it ought to be ob- 
ſerved, that her ſervant who. lived with her near twenty 
years, ſcarce ever diſcovered in her: miſtreſs, any · ten- 
-dency to anger towards herſelf, or uny warmth- of re- 
wentment againſt others, except in the cauſe of Heaven, 
"againſt great impiety, and flagrant crimes; on which oc- 
caſions, ſome degree of indignatibn is not only irre- 

| Ligne but truly deſerves the name of. commend: 
1 ant virt 10u9:2eal.- 1 IE, þÞ. Gel fs: @ IOY+ 20 


THz uncommon kind of praiſe that is given to Mr. 
Exwley, by the author of his life, zhat no one had ever 

" "reaſon to wiſh bis wit had been leſs, is equally. due to 
Mrs: Rote. For, togetherwith the moſt manly eleva- 
tion of genius, ſhe paſſeſſod all that gentlenchs and ſofe- 
WIFE 0s | neſs 
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neſs of diſpoſition, which gives her own Oe? ſex aach 
irreſiſtible charais ; and was intirely free from that ſe- 
_vericy- of temper which has made the character of a wit 
unamiable, if not quite infamous. Next to lewd and 
| pron, writings, ſhe expreſſed. the ſtrongeſt averſjon to 
it is uſually ſo replete with perſonal malice and 
inveQive. - No ſtrokes of Mis kind can be found in her 
works; and her ' converſation was no leſs innocent of 
every appearance of ill nature, than her writings, She 
Fortified her reſolutions againſt evil-ſpeaking, by particu- 
lar and ſolemn vows, as appears by the following ſacred 
bn 2 _ her wager 75 


3 o. 6. 1 578. 
| "'@ 5 ne once . bin myſelf to the Lord, | 
45 thy grace) to fpeak evil of any perſon. O pb: of me 
to govern. my tongue by the ffricteſt rules of charity and 
truth, and never to utter any. evil ſurmiſes, or make the 
heft refleGion to: the diſhonour of my neighbour. Let me, 
in the.minuteft circumſtance, do to others, as 1 ab, they 
Haul act to me. Let me hope, let me believe all things 
10 the;nduantage of others, Give me thy divine afſiſlance 
to perform this great duty, and ſet thou a watch on my 
word ; and deep, O. firi& ly heep the door of my. lips, that 
1 offend, not <vith my tongue. | Now: let thy grace be 

_ jy and thy firength be manifeſt in my weak- 
at. I thy flrength, in the name of the Lord my Re- 
Amer, let me engage with all my future temptations. 
Look graciouſly on this petition, and remember me when 
Jan in any ju 3 a2 n. or am ready to ferget 
my .ENgAgem: moment that I Hall aver, 

frengi ben me W . me when the malignant thought 
| eriles ; and awhile the yet unuttered words are ready to iſſue 
from my lips, ſet thou thy K — * and 9 
belligus faculty. - 


Mas. Rowe ſrictiy regulated her conduct by this 
folemn vow, and. could hardly think any occaſion would 
nv, * What was prejudicial to the repu- 
| tation 
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don af unscher I raw appeal 1e you (ſays the, in a 
letter to a lady, with whom ſhe had lived in a long and 
moſt intimate friendſhip): heu ever knew me made an 
envious, or an ill natur d reflection on any perſon upon earth. 
dndeen, the follies of mankind would afford a wide and wa- 
ricus ſceme3'\ but charity could draw à weil of darkneſs 
Bere, and chuſe to be por ever filent, rather than expatiate 
on the melancholy theme. - Scandal and detraction appenr- 
ed to her ſuch extreme inhumanity, as no charms of wit 
and politeneſs could make tolerable. If ſhe was forced 
to be preſent at ſuch kind of converſation, ſhe had ſome- 
times (when the freedom might be decently uſed) the 
courage openly. to condemn it; and, I believe, always 
| the generofty to tindertake the defence of the abſent, 
when unjuſſly accuſed, and o erer even aer Ar 

| h—_ 18 4 ab 1h 
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- Sax; was , as; 5 ho envy; 1 as-if 1 it bad 
| born impoſſible for ſo baſe a paſſion to enter into the 
human mind ; and was always forward to do juſtice to 
every fine writer, and. illuſtrious: character of the age. 
She y lov'd to praiſe, and never fail'd to db - 

ſerve and applaud every appearance of merit in thoſe 
with whom ſhe was acquainted; but over- looked all 
meir frailties, with more than even the uſual partiality of 
friendſhip. Vet, tho ſhe could have wiſhed to have made 
no. other. aſe of. ſpeech, than to commend worth and 
virtue, on fome-occaſions, a ſenſe of duty compelled her 
to reprove ; but the ſeeming: ſeverity of this virtue, was 
tempered by tlie ſofteſt arts: of gentleneſs and goodneſs. 
In = of which it may not be improper to add, 
as an inſtance of the honeſt artifice ſhe uſed to diſguiſe 
her admonitions, that ſhe bas been frequently obſerved 
to commend perſons of diſtinguiſhed eminence for one 
kind of moral worth, before ſome of her friends who 
were deficient in that particular virtue, in hopes they 
might be ſtruck with the beauty of the example, which 
ſhe propoſed to WB 
0 ee offence, 
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-” gun had few equals in Ber excellent tum for Cm 
verſation. - Her wit was inexhauſtihle, and ſhe expreſſed. 
her thoughts in the moſt beautiful and Rowing: eloquence.;- 
and as theſe uncommon advantages were accompanied 
with an eaſy.goodnels,. and unaſtected openneſs of beha- 

viour, ſhe infinitely charmed all who knew her. A pe- 
ouliar elevation of underſtanding made her deſpiſe thoſe 
trifles which uſually dwell on che lips bf the fair ſex, and 
ſhe would always have choſen to talk on important and 
inſtructive themes; yet, leaſt conſtant diſcourſe of a ſe- 
rious kind ſhould prove diſtaſteful and weariſome, ſhe 
ſometimes entertained her friends on more gay and in- 
different ſubjects. But as ſaon as it could be done with- 
out the appearance of affectation, ſhe returned ta her 
favourite topics, on which ſhe exerted: all her enquiſite 
talents, to recommend the moſt exact morality and ſub- 
lime piety ; ſo that it ſeemed impoſſible to be in her 
company-'without growing wiſer and e or to leave 
r e E £ A enen e 


Mas. Norue's ak kent. ated; merit, had 8 
ber youth,” conciliated . to her. eee, 
praiſe, and from ſuch judges of worth, as might have 

made ſome degree of vanity ſeem.almoſt pardonabje in a 

lady and an author. Vet, amidt-theſe temptations 6 - 
pride, the retained. all' the | humility: of the meaneſt and 

moſt obſcure perſon, of the human rate. She rarely 
- mentioned any of her writings, even to her moſt anti- 
mate friends: nor ever diſoovered the leaſt elation of 
mind at their great ſueceſa, and the approbation they re- 
ceiv:d from ſome of the ſineſt writers-of the age. Tha 
praiſes with which ber: works were honoured, | only-led 
— to aſeribe the glory to the Original of all perfte- 
tion, on Whoſe power the maintained a conſtant ſenſe 
of her dependance, and with the moſt. grateful piety 
ewn'd: her obligations to his goodneſs. It it bur for 
Haan, ſaid ſhe, to give a lurn 10 ont ef my ine u, 
and 1, frouls he an ickar. She aſſumad no indedent hare 
in converſation, and has been trequently- kuown to be 
I ie; EE ſilent 
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Ment on ſubjects ſhe well underſtood, and on which 
de could have diſplayed her wit to great advantage. 
Her friends could not fail to obſerve the modeſt care 
the uſed, in avoiding the mention of any thing that 
might tend to her own honour ; Nor can I, during the 
long intimacy with which ſhe favoured me, remember 
one expreſſion of vanity, or ſenſe of her own worth, 
that might in the leaſt ſtain her humility. She never 
_ iftated: to others, nor arrogated any reſpect and defe- 
Tence to her on ſentiments; hut in converſing with 
3 of parts and abilities far beneath her own, 

to ſtudy to. make the ſuperiority of her genius 
aſy to them, Cos moſt obliging goodneſs and con- 
weſcenfon''of behaviour. - Nor were 1 aſfability and 


meadineſs of acces to thoſe of the loweſt rank, leſs re- 


anarkable:and-exemplary. Twas impoſlible for her to- 

treat any one with inſolence or contempt. On the con- 
etrary, as the infinitely loved and reverenced true good- 
ness, I have been witneſs of the real and peculiar re- 
ſpec the paid to fincere piety, when great degrees of 
Ignorance, and - extremely. mean ' circumſtances, might 


have Fw IE” ic to we rains 3 
minds. 


* 1 
. 9 was | perfectly anteinted. with that * of plea 
Gre which has 15 1 univerſally corrupted the preſent age; 
and is juſtly thought to have the moſt unfriendly in- 
Huence on the nobleſt kinds of virtue. She was ig- 
norant of every polite and faſhionable game. Play, 
He believed, at beſt, was but an art of loſing time, and: 
W to think; but when ſhe reflected on the fatal 
conſequences 


4 
Os 
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* - meer ii, gui anteire caeteros wirtute 
putantur, & cum omni” carere dedecore, tum vero tis vi- 
tiis, quibus alii non facile poſunt obfiftere. Nam wvolup- 
tates, blanaiſſimae dominae,, majores partes animi a vir- 


tate detorguent, 
Cc. de Off. lib. 11. . cap. 10. 


ti He 1b : 
: 1 chat attend a fond attachment to this diver- 


ſion, ſhe had even an horror for it. Her taſte was too 
Juſt, to reliſh thoſe inſipid trifles, called Novels and Ro- 


- mincer, uſually as defective in wit, and true imitation of 
nature, as replete with indecent images, which pollute 
the imagination, and ſhock every chaſte mind. She 
would, indeed, have efteem'd. the diverſions of the Es- 


eli theatre (eſp pecially thoſe of the'tragic kind) capable 
of affording the moſt noble and rational pleaſure, if ſhe 
could have believed them innocent; but ſo few. of them 


appeared to her inoffenſive to virtue, that ſhe thought fie 


to abſtain from thoſe entertainments, which, in her opi- 


. generally tended to promote impurity of manners, 


piety to ſcorn and ridicule. | The native 

eur of her ſoul preſerved her from any fondneſs 
for luxury in food, judging it much beneath the dig - 
nity of a being poſſeſſed of reaſon, and born for im- 
mortality. She was always pleaſed with whatever ſhe 
found on her table; and neither the kind of her food, 


nor the manner of dreſſing it, gave her any aneaſineſs: 


For if in eicher of theſe refpe&ts it was not 


y 
agreeable, it only afforded her a ſubjeft of wit and plea- 


ſantry, inſtead of occafioning any diſguſt, or ſerious 


: re: She mixed in no parties of pleaſure, and 


extr2mely deſpiſed the trivial and uninſtructive con- 
verſation of formal viſits, which ſhe avoided, at leaſt, 


as much as decency would allow; and, indeed (except 
: dawing ) ſhe had almoſt an equal contempt for every 


thing that bears the name of diverſion and amuſement, 
even of the moſt} innocent kind. But, I confeſs, this 
part of the character of this excellent lady may not be 


ſo fit for general imitation. For tho' the conſtant viva- 


city and chearfulneſs of Mrs. Rceve's natural temper, might 


poſſibly ſeem to ſet her above the neceſſity of allowing 


herſelf ſome intervals of amuſement to relax the mind, 
yet ſuch great abſtinence from every kind of recreation, 
might, in moſt perſons, tend to ſour the mind with au- 
Bere and unamiable diſpoſitions; or, at leaſt, to _— 


0 
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the ſpirits to ſuch a degree of melancholy, as would un- 
fit them for the neceſſary duties and offices of life. _ 


Sux had a contempt of riches that has been rarely 
equalled, and which, I believe, may be looked upon 
2 a certain mark of a truly great mind“. As ſhe ex- 
preſſed herſelf much pleaſed with the moderate fortune, 
allotted her by the divine Providence, which afforded 
her caſe and plenty to the extent of her wiſhes; ſo ſhe 
never purſued any defigns to advance her circumſtan- 
oe in life. She could not be pesſuaded to publiſh her 
works by ſubſcription, or even to accept the advanta- 
geous terms offered by the bookſeller, if ſhe would per- 
mit her ſcattered pieces to be collected and publiſhed to- 
gether. She wrow ec dedications to the great, and, 
the name of no miniſter of ſtate is to be found in her 
works. She never ſaw a court; and if ſhe has occa- 
fionally mentioned, with honoar, ſome of the princes 
under whoſe reigns ſhe lived, it was only from a ſincere 
veneration for \ #7 fautors of liberty (which ineſtimable 
blefling ſhe Juſtly valued) and without the leaſt expeRta- 
tion of any reward, beyond the pleaſure of diſcovering 
her gratitude to thoſe who 8 to her public bene- 
factors to their country. The high efteem ſhe ex- 
preſſed for ſome of her friends of diitinguiſhed rank, 
was equally free from the ſuſpicion of intereſted views ; 
for as ſhe gained nothing by their friendſhip, but the 
happineſs of their conſervation, and an acquaintance 
with their virtues ; the praiſes ſhe gave them, ought, in 
Juſtice, 'to be looked on as the incenſe due to merit. 
The love of money ſhe thought the moſt ſordid and 
ignoble of paſſions, and frequently lamented its too ge- 
neral .prevalence over the human mind. She did not 
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Maxime admirantur eum, qui pecunia non mouetur : 
quod: in quo viro perſpeltum fit, hunc igni ſpectatum arbi- 


fFrantar. ! 
a Cic, de Off. lib. ij. cap. 11. 
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| know. Thy own eſtates. from others, till ſome motives of 
prudence obliged her to inform herſelf, when ſhe ap 
prehended ſhe was ſoon to leave them; "and was fo 
from that rigar in 1 be her Ws e. which. a Sander, 
to inhümanity, that her neglect f ber intereſt may ra- 
ther be cenſured 1 OF: os let her eſtates be- 
Heath their meh ic value, as a y. the ra- 
ble advance of he rents 18 1 95 e 3, 1 5 Me 
gentle ro her tenants, that ſhe not Fen bad no. law-ſux 
with” any of them, but would not ſo much as ſuffer 
them to Ve threatned with the ſeizure of their- goods, 
en the neglect of the pa ment of their rents. hen 
one of them, Who: 24 an hunk red pounds, car 
. ried of all his ſtock i in the night, I coll not he: pre: 
vailed dn to Enibrace an rtpnity” in 1 4 41 power 
ſehing i it Sfrerwards ; ; $ an be had had pot, in, this wanne 
ditted the <Nate, upon receiving ſome juſt menaces 
Without her kriowled , is more than probable, that 
705 exceſs of goodneſs would have always prevented her 
from having FOUR, to rigorous methods to, eject him, 
Und com of him to Wb her, Ar "would be ealy 
to add { ſeveral other inſtan des great n e to her 
intereſt, in 8 the 'y velantarily parted, from her 
right, when i e bad the higheſt claim of equity. She 
cduld "ſcarce bear the mention of injuſtice, , without 
. trembling ; ; and the tenderneſs -and delicacy « of her con- 
ſeience, with re ard to thy fin, was fo: great, * ſhe 
hardly thought ſhe could keep far enough fr 4 
can appeal 5 thee, ſays ſhe in an addrefs to vw bon 
Feriipulouſly I hque acted in matters of equity, and honv 
avillingly I have. injured myſelf, to right a She 
Tpoke with. much, warmth. of the extreme. anger: of any 
diſmoneſt and fraudulent practice, and expreſſed her won- 
der, how perſons could die with. any repoſe of mind, 
under as leaſt degree oh ſuch. kind of guilt. 

H BR indifference. to * was ſcarce leſs . 
As ſhe ſeemed to bas fine by. concealing herſelf, du- 
ng, almoſt the whole of her life, in an ar Aalen. 

. 
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Jo, the. praftiſed no arts to promote her reputation, She 
wrote; no preface to any of her works, to prepoſſeſi the 
public in their. favaur , nor ſuffered them to be; ac- 
companied with panegyricks of her friends. Shs would 
not. indeed, ſo much, as, allow her, name to be prefixed 
to any of them, exceptipg, perhaps, ſome few poems 
in the earlier part of hep life: And tho" this occaſioned 


un , only know! g him; by his works; and 
inſcribed, his name to the dedication, in hopes that be- 
ing publiſhed, by him, and appearing under the patron- 


age of his name, all, her acquaintance would imagine 


this piece to be ritten by ſome friend. of that eminent 
poet. And when the inimitable beauties of Mrs, Rewr's 
N e writing,. diſcovered. the true author; and this 
55 formance began to be .univerſally. admired, ſhe. Mill | 
continued: to avoid owning it, as, far as was. conſiſtent 

with. a ſtrict regard to truth : She even declined the ho- 
nour due to her aſhes and memory after death; for 


«} + 
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Dr. Toug was the author of the preface to Friend- 


. 


Paſtoral of Mrs. Rowwe's, in his Poetical Miſcellanies, 

aſcribed it to the author of the anonymous verſes before 
v0 fame fancied reſemblance in the hand- writing. The 
learned, authors of the. Bihliathepre Britanaigue alſo/ in 


giving an account of Friengſlp in Deauh, &c. were not 


only ignorant of her name, but miſtook even the ſex of 
the writer. See Bib. Brit. Tom. xiii. p. 39. 
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| when ſhe ſelected Ham her manuſcript volume of. de- 
- votions, ſome. exerciſes of piety, With £ view to their 
publication after her deceaſe, ſhe ftudicuflz 
- ip that „ e have ep her unexampled charity, 
other virtues which mad ciliate the eſteem and 
veneration of the world: Nor could any thing, per- 
haps, but the ſuddermeſs af her death, ave revented 
her committirig to the flames the book I have Juſt meb- 
tioned; which has fo often aſſiſted me in my attem to 
do juſtice to her character. And as ſhe intruſted the 
care of her poſthumous pieces to one, who (ſhe could 
not be inſenſible) had never entertained à thought of 
being an author, and whoſe incurable want of health 
_ render him peculiarly unit to compole any thir 
for public view ; it is more than pröbable, that 
her intention that this collection of her remains fbuld 
be communicated to the world without any account of 
her life and character; which, thro! extreme h 
me Toe, unworthy the knowledge and Imitation bf 
The ſame modeft diſpoſition of mind a 
3 ſhe left in writing to her ſervant, in 
after having deſired that her funeral might be by eng 
+ and attended only by 'a ſmall number of friends, the 
adds; Charge Mr. Bowden not to ſay one word of me in 
the ſermon. I would lie in ny father's grave, and have 
mo fone nor inſcription over my vile duſt, 7 avbich I fre 
leave to oblivion and corruption,” 'rill it riſe to a Eloriaus 
| nete. ys 


MIS. Rowe: was: exemplary for every relative 3 
Filial piety was a remarkable part of her character. 
She loved the beſt of fathers as ſhe ought, and repaid 
his vhcommon care and tenderneſs, by all juſt returns of 
duty and affection. She has been heard to ſay, That 
ſhe could die, rather than do any thing to diſpleaſe bim; 
and che anguiſh ſhe felt at ſeeing him in in his laſt 
ſieleneſs, was ſo great, that it [occaſion 1 ſome kind of 
convulſion, a diſorder from which the was CY free 
in —— ow of her _ | w 
HEN 
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Wx un ſhe was entered into 2 marriage ſtate, 
the bi eſteem and moſt tender affection appeared 
in all her conduct to Mr. Rowe; and by the moſt gentle 
and obliging manners, and the exerciſe of every ſocial 
and good-natur'd virtue, ſhe confirm'd the empire ſhe 
had gained over his heart. She complied with his in- 
| Clinations in ſeveral inſtances to which. ſhe was natu- 
rally averſe-; and made it her ſtudy to ſoften the anxie- 
ties, and heighten all the ſatisfactions of his life. Her 
capacity for ſuperior things did not tempt her to neglect 
the leſs honourable cares which the laws of cuſtom and 
decency impoſe on the ſofter ſex in the connubial re- 
lation: Much leſs was ſhe led by a ſenſe of her own 
merit, to aſſume any thing to, herſelf inconſiſtent with 
that duty and ſubmiſſion, which the precepts of Chriſtian, 
piety ſo ſtrictly injoin. Mr. Rowe had ſome mixture 
of 'natpral warmth in his temper, of which he had not 
always a perfect command: If at any time this broke 
out into ſome little exceſſes of anger, it never awakened 
any paſſion of the like kind in Mrs. Rowe ; but, on 
_ and, ſtudied, by the, gentleſt language and moſt ſaathing 
_ endearments, to reſtore Mr. Roxwe's mind to that calm- 
neſs which reaſon approves.. And ſhe equally endea- 
voured, in every other inſtance, by the ſofteſt arts of 
perſuaſion, and in a manner remote from all airs of ſu- 
periority, to lead Mr. Roave on towards that perfec- 
tion of virtue, to which ſhe herſelf aſpired with the 
trueſt Chriſtian. zeal. During the long illneſs which 
ended in his death, ſhe ſcarce ever ſtirred from him a 
moment, and alleviated his ſevere affliction, by perform- 
ing with inconceivable tenderneſs and afſiduity, all the 
_ offices of compaſſion ſuited to that melancholy ſeaſon, 
She partook his fleepleſs. nights, and never quitted his 
bed, unleſs to ſerve him, or watch by him. And as 
ſhe could ſcarce be perſuaded to forſake even his breath! 
leſs clay, {o he. conſecrated ber future years to bis 
memory, by .honouring his aſhes with reſolutions of 
perpetual 'widowhood, which with a conſtancy ſuperior 
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when ſhe ſelected from her manuſcript volume of de- 


votions, ſome exerciſes of piety, with a view to their 


Publication after her deceaſe, ſhe ſtudiouſly omitted thoſe 
parts that would have diſcovered her unexampled charity, 
and other virtues which moft conciliate the eſteem and 
veneration of the world : Nor could any thing, per- 
haps, but the ſuddenneſs of her death, have prevented 
her committing to the flames the book I have juſt men- 
tioned, which has fo often aſſiſted me in my attempt to 
do juſtice to her character. And as ſhe intruſted the 
care of her poſthumous pieces to one, who (ſhe could 
not be inſenſible) had never entertained a thought of 
being an author, and whoſe incurable want of health 
muſt render him peculiarly unfit to compoſe any thing 
for public view ; it is more than probable, that twas 
her intention that this collection of her remains ſhould 
be communicated to the world without any account of 
her life and character; which, thro' extreme humility, 
ſhe judged unworthy the knowledge and imitation of 

ity. The ſame modeſt diſpoſition of mind appears 


in the orders ſhe left in writing to her ſervant, in which, 


after having deſired that her funeral might be by night, 
and attended only by a ſmall number of friends, ſhe 


adds, Charge Mr. Bowden not to ſay one word of me in 


the ſermon, I would lie in my father's grave, and have 
no flone nor inſcription over my vile duſt, which 1 gladly 
leave to oblivion and corruption, "till it riſe to a glorious 
immortality. 55 | 


Mas. Rowe was exemplary for every relative duty. 

Filial piety was a remarkable part of her character. 
She loved the beſt of fathers as ſhe ought, and repaid 
his uncommon care and tenderneſs, by all juſt returns of 
duty and affection. She has been heard to ſay, That 
ſhe could dir, rather than do any thing to diſpleaſe bim: 
and the anguiſh ſhe felt at ſeeing him in pain, in his laſt 
ſickneſs, was ſo great, that it occaſioned ſome kind of 


convulſion, a diſorder from which ſhe was wholly free 


in every other part of her life, , 
| 2 Wuen 
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Wren ſhe was entered into a marriage ſlate, 
the higheſt eſteem and moſt tender affection appeared 
in all her conduct to Mr. Rowe; and by the moſt gentle 
and obliging manners, and the exerciſe of every ſocial 
and good-natur'd virtue, ſhe confirm'd the empire ſhe 
had gained over his heart. She complied with his in- 
clinations in ſeveral inſtances to which ſhe was natu- 
rally averſe ; and made it her ſtudy to ſoften the anxie- 


ties, and 1 all the ſatisfactions of his life. Her 


capacity for ſuperior things did not tempt her to neglect 
the leſs honourable cares which the laws of cuſtom and 
decency impoſe on the ſofter ſex in the connubial re- 
lation: Much leſs was ſhe led by a ſenſe of her own 
merit, to aſſume any thing to herſelf inconſiſtent with 


that duty and ſubmiſſion, which the precepts of Chriſtian 


piety ſo ſtrictly injoin. Mr. Rowe had ſome mixture 


of natural warmth in his temper, of which he had not 


always a perfect command: If at any time this broke 
out into ſome little exceſſes of anger, it never awakened 


any paſſion of the like kind in Mrs. Rowe ; but, on 


the contrary, ſhe always remained miſtreſs of herſelf, 
and ſtudied, by the gentleſt language and moſt ſoothing 
endearments, to reſtore Mr. Rowe's mind to that calm- 
neſs which reaſon approves. And ſhe equally endea- 
voured, in every other inſtance, by the ſofteſt arts of 
perſuaſion, and in a manner remote from all airs of ſu- 
periority, to lead Mr. Rowe on towards that perfec- 
tion of virtue, to which ſhe herſelf aſpired with the 
trueſt Chriſtian zeal. During the long illneſs which 
ended in his death, ſhe ſcarce ever ſtirred from him a 
moment, and alleviated his ſevere affliction, by perform- 
ing with inconceivable tenderneſs and aſſiduity, all the 
offices of compaſſion ſuited to that melancholy ſeaſon, 
She partook his ſleepleſs nights, and never quitted his 
bed, unleſs to ſerve him, or watch by him. And as 
ſhe could ſcarce be perſuaded to forſake even his breath- 

leſs clay, ſo ſhe conſecrated her future years to his 


memory, by honouring his aſhes with reſolutions of 


perpetual widowhood, which with a conſtancy ſuperior 
| h to 
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to her ſex, ſhe inviolably maintained, Her conduct in 
this laſt inſtance, on the review of it after an interval 


of ſeveral years, and in near proſpe& of death, af- 


forded her great ſatisfaction; for ſhe thus expreſſes 
herſelf in a letter intended, afier her own deceaſe, to 
be delic-red to Mrs. Arabella Marrow, if that lady 


had ſirvived her. The ſolitude in which I haue ſpent 


my time fince Mr. Rowe's death, has given me leiſure 
to make the darkneſs of the grave and the folemnity of 
dying fmiliar ſcenes to my imagination. Whatever ſuch 
di ſfinguiſbed ſenſe and merit could claim, I have endea- 


Vvoured to pay my much-low'd huſband"s'memory. I refle## 


awith pleaſure on my conduct on this occaſion; not only 
from a principle of juſtice and gratitude to him, but from 
à conſcious ſenſe of honour, and love of a virtuous reputa- 
tion after death. 
ſhould be inſenſible of human cenſure or applauſe, yet there 


fue. 


Sys mourned over the death of her huſband and 
father, with all that becoming tenderneſs and ſenſibility 
which ought to touch every humane and generous heart, 
at the loſs of the deareſt perſons on earth; yet her ſub- 
miſhon to the determination of divine Providence was 
exemplary, and ſhe never preſumed to breathe any cri- 
minal murmurs againſt the will of Heaven, which is ever 
Juſt and good, or behaved, in this hour of temptation, 
in a manner unſuitable to that eminent piety which ap- 


peared in every other part of her life; 


Sunk was a gentle and kind miſtreſs ; treating her ſer- 
vants with great condeſcenſion, and goodneſs, and al- 
moſt with the affability of a friend and equal. She 
cauſed due care to be taken of them, when they were 
ill ; and did not think it miſbecame her, to ſit by the 
bed of a ſick ſervant to read to her books of piety, 
Her great humanity would not ſuffer her to be offended 
with light faults ; and as the . 
: rom 


But if the ſoul, in a ſeparate flate, 
is a diſintereſted homage due to the facred name of wir- 
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from her family, ſo, I think, none of her ſervants ever 
left her, but with a view to the changing their condition 
by marriage. She knew when ſhe was well ſerved, and 
repoſed ſo much truſt in theſe whoſe fidelity ſhe had ex- 
perienced, that it might ſeem to verge towards excels ; 
yet, even ſoch great confidence. was hardly more than 
was due to that ſervant who was with Mrs. Rowe at 
the time of her death; whoſe long and faithful duty to 
her miſtreſs, and remarkable ſorrow for her loſs, deſerve 
to be mentioned with honour. . 
- 84 

Sus was a warm and generous friend, juſt, if not 
partial, to the merit of thoſe whom ſhe loved, and moſt 
gentle and candid to their errors. She was alwa s for- 
ward to do them good offices; but in a diſtinguiſhed 
manner ſhe ſtudied, with infinite art and zeal, to in- 
ſinuate the love of virtue into all her acquaintance, and 
to promote their moſt important intereſt, by inciting 
them to the practice of every thing that would recom: 
mend them to higher degrees of the divine favour. This 
ſhe "PRIOR as rn beſt end of friendſh:p. 


| Mes: 3 was not entirely free from the attacks 
of malice, that ſhe might not be without opportunity to 
exerciſe the divine virtue of forgiveneſs; yet one could 
ſcarce have learned from her diſcourſe that ſhe had an 


enemy; for ſhe was not wont to complain of any inde- 


cent conduct or injuries done to herſelf : So that it was 
apparent, ſuch things made light impreſſions on her mind ; 
or that ſhe had endeavoured to efface them with the hap- 
pieſt ſucceſs. 


"Tis 8 celebrated thought of the 1 1 Julian, 
which he makes M. Antoninus expreſs, when he repre- 
ſents him, with other Roman Emperors, undergoing the 
ſcrutiny of Jupiter: : When he was | alked what he had 
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© Julian? Caeſares, Edit, Par. p. 91. 


The LIF E of. 


done to merit an Apotheoſis, he replied, He had always 
udied to rr fumble the Gods: And being aſked again, in 
what he had endeavoured to be like them, be anſwered, 
In having as few wants as poſſible of my dau, and doing 
good moſl extenſively to others. This is certainly a julit 
account of a divine temper ; and this war, in ja great de- 
e temper of Mrs. Rowe: For ſcaree any df the 
uman race was more ſenſible of the truth of that ſay- 
ing. of the ſacred Founder of our religion, It is More 
BLESSED TO GIVE THAN TO RECELVE., There is, 
ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady, written ſo early as in the 
year i697, an eternal propenſity in my foul to lowe and 
beneficente, I received the generous trinciple auitb abe breath 
of life, and find it inſeparable from my exiflence. And 
in her later years, ſhe ſaid to another of her moſt inti- 
mate friends, Hef the p lenſure of my life. 'avenld be toft, 
if there were no poor. Ilor was this only the peculiar 
ſoftneſs of her ſex, or a natural felicity of temper, but 
the moſt virtuous defire to diffuſe happineſs. Her zeal 
to do generous actions is it ex preſſible; it broke out on 
all poſſible occaſions; and there was not, I believe, one 
of her friends in any rank of life, who did not expe- 
rience her beneficent diſpoſition, by receiving from her 
preſents of books, pictures, Ic. if not gifts of higher 
value. 958 NY 5 ge 


Hex charities were ſo great (if we conſider the me- 
diocrity of her fortune) that they can fcarce be paral- 
lel'd, except in the hiſtories of better times, when 
Chriſtianity had all its due power over the hearts of 
thoſe who profeſſed it: They were, indeed, only limi- 
ted by the utmoſt extent of her power ; for ſhe devoted 
the whole of her income, beſides what was barely fuf-_ 
ficient for the neceſſities of life, to the relief of the in- 
digent and diſtreſſed. This her manuſcript acquaints us 
with, in the following vow 3 which, as it evidences a 
Heart glowing with the love of God and mankind, is 
worthy of the higheſt praiſe ; but as this ſolemn engage- 


ment involved Mrs. Rowe in ſome perplexities, it ſeems 
755 peculiarly 
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peculiarly fit to add, that her example ought not to 


influence pious minds thus to fetter themſelves in things 
not abſolutely commanded; ſince the obſervation of ſuch 
vows may be attended with unforeſeen difficulties inj .- 


rious to the future peace of their lives. 


I CONSECRATE half my yearly income to chari- 
table uſes. And tho, by this, according to human op- 
pearances, I have reduced myſelf to ſome neceſſity, . caſt 
all my care on that gracious God to whom I am. devoted, 
and to whoſe truth I ſubſcribe with my hand. I atteſt his 
faithfulneſs, and bring in my teſtimony to the weracity F4 
his word; I ſet to my ſeal, that God is true; and oh! by 
the God of truth, I ear to perform this, and beyond 
this. For if thiu wilt indeed bleſs me, and inlarge my 
coaſt, all that I hawe beyond the bare convenience and ne- 
ceſſity of life, ſhall ſurely be the Lord's. And ob! grant 
me ſufficiency, that I may abound in every good work, O 
let me be the meſſenger of conſolation to the poor. Here 
am I, Lord, ſend me. Let me have the honour to admi- 
mifter to the neceſſities of my brethren, I am, indeed, un- 
avorthy to wipe the feet of the leaſt of the ſervants of 
my Lord, much more unworthy of this glorious commiſ- 


fron; and yet, oh! ſend me, for thy goodneſs is free. Send 


whom thou wilt on embaſſies to the kings and rulers of the 


earth; but let me be a ſervant to the ſervants of my 


Lord. Let me adminiſter conſolation and relief to the af - 


fied members of my exalted and glorious Redeemer, Let 


this be my lot, and 1 give the glories of the world to the 
wind, | | © 


PURSUANT to this ſacred vow, which (as ſhe ex- 


preſſes herſelf in another place of her manuſcript) was 


not made in an hour of fear and diſtreſs, but in the joy 


and gratitude of ber foul, ſhe not only avoided all ſuper- 


fluous ,expences in dreſs and Juxury, but thro? an exceſs 


of benevolence (if there can be any exceſs in ſuch a 
godlike diſpoſition) to inlarge her abilities of doing good 
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to her fellow-creatures, ſhe denied herſelf what might, 
in ſome ſenſe, be called the real neceſſaries of life. 


Mrszxy and indigence were a ſufficient recomments- 
tion to her compaſſionate regard and afliſtance ; yet ſhe 
ſhewed a diſtinguiſh'd readineſs to alleviate the afflictions 
of perſons of merit and virtue: And one who had the 
beſt opportunities of making this obſervation, aſſures me, 
that ſhe never knew any ſuch apply to Mrs. Rowe, with- 
out ſucceſs. The firſt time ſhe accepted of a gratifica- 
tion from the bookſeller for any of her works, ſhe be- 
ſtowed the whole ſum on a family in diſtreſs ; and there 
is great reaſon to believe that ſhe employed all the 
money that ſhe ever received on ſuch an account, in as 
generous a manner. And once, when ſhe had not by 
her a ſum of money large enough to ſupply the like 
neceſſities of another family, ſhe readily fold a piece of 
Plate for this purpoſe. She was accuſtomed, on going 

abroad, to furniſh herſelf with pieces of money of dit- 
_ ferent value, that ſhe might relieve any objects of com- 
. paſſion who ſhould fall in her way, according to their 
ſeveral degrees of merit or indigence. Nor was her 
beneficence confined to the neighbourhood of the place 
where ſhe lived, but during her reſidence in the coun- 
try, ſhe ſent large ſums to London, and other diſtant parts. 
She contributed to ſome deſigns that had the appearance 
of charity, tho* ſhe could not approve of them in every 
reſpect. For ſhe ſaid, It was fit, ſometimes, to give for 
the credit of religion, when other inducements avere <vant- 
ing, that the profeſſors of Chriſtianity might not be 
charged with covetouſncſs A vice which ſhe abhorred 
ſo much, that ſcarce any groſſer kind of immorality 
could more effectually exclude from her friendſhip. / 
newer, ſaid ſhe, grudge any money, but when it is laid 
out on myſelf ; fer I conſider how much it auculd Euy for 
the poor. Beſides the ſums of money which ſhe gave 
away, and the diſtribution of practical books on reli- 


gious [Don : ſhe employ ed her own hands in ys 
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of charity to cloath the neceſſitous. This ſhe, did, not 
only for the natives of the lower Palatinate, when they | 
were driven from their country by the rage of war, 
which appeared a calamity peculiarly worthy of com- 
paſſion ; but it was her frequent employment to make 
garments of almoſt every kind, and beſtow them on 
thoſe who wanted them. She diſcovered a ſtrong ſenſe 
of humanity, and often ſhewed her exquiſite concern for 
the unhappy, by weeping over their misfortunes. Theſe 
were the generous tears of virtue, and not any femi- 
nine weakneſs ; for ſhe was rarely obſerved to weep at 
afflictions that befel herſelf. She was, indeed, ſo ſenſibly 
touched with the miſeries of the poor, as not only to 
ſend her ſervant to examine what they ſtood in need of 
when they were ſick, but often viſited them in perſon, 
when they were ſo wretched, that their houſes were not 
fit for her to enter into ; and even when their diſtem- 
pers were highly malignant and contagious. One kind 
of munificence in which ſhe greatly delighted, was 
cauſing children to be taught to read and work: Tbeſe 
ſhe furniſhed with ſupplies of cloathing, as well as Bi- 
bles, and other neceſſary books of inſtruction. This ſhe 
did not only at Frome, but alſo at a neighbouring vil- 
lage where part of her eſtate lay. And when ſhe met 
in the ſtreets with children of promiſing countenances, 
who were perfectly unknown to her, if upon inquiry, it 
appeared, that thro' the poverty of their parents they 
were not pat to ſchool, ſhe added them to the number 
of thoſe who were taught at her own expence. She 
condeſcended, herſelf, to inftrut them in the plain and 
neceſſary principles and duties of religion ; and the grief 
ſhe felt when any of them did not anſwer the hopes ſhe 
had entertained, was equal to the great ſatisfaction ſhe 
received, when it appeared that her care and bounty 
had been well-placed. She was allo a contributor to 
a charitable inſtitution of this kind at Frome, of a more 
public nature; tho', according to the general cuſtom 
of ſuch ſchools, all who were educated in it were com- 
pelled to. worſhip God in that one particular fo: m, from 
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which ſhe herfelf took the liberty to diſſent. But Mrs 
Roxwe was not corrupted by this example of contracted 
bee which can ſcarce be reconciled to that univer- 
al benevolence the Goſpel injoins: Her charities were 
not confined to thoſe of her own party or ſentiments, 
but beſtowed on indigent perſons of almoſt all the ſeQts 
into which Chriſtianity is divided ; and even thoſe whoſe 
religious opinions feemed to her of the moſt dangerous 
conſequence, partook largely of her bounty. Nor was 


her beneficence limited to thoſe only who in ſtrict terms 
might be called poor; for as ſhe was wont to ſay, 
 *Tewas one of the greatiſi binifits that could be done to 


mankind, to free them from the carts and anxieties that 
atiend a narrow fortune; in purſuance of theſe gene- 


tous ſertiments, ſhe has been often known to make 


large preſents to perſons who were not oppreſſed with 
the laſt extremes of indigence. And with regard to 
thoſe whoſe circumſtances were ſuch, that accepting alms 


might have put their modeſty to ſome pain, ſhe ſtudied 


to ſpare their bluſhes, while ſhe relieved their wants, 
When one ſuch perſon of her acquaintance was in ſome 
diltreſs, ſhe contrived to loſe at play a ſum of money ſuf- 
ficient to ſapply the neceſſity of the cafe. This was, 
perhaps, the only time ſhe touched a card in her life. 
Sie poſſeſfed in an eminent degree the art of giving, a 
nobler accompliſhment than the ar? of enjeying, on which 
one great poet of antiquity compliments another “. For 
ſhe knew how to heighten every favour, by the ready 
and obliging manner in which ſhe conferred it. Indeed 
to the poor ſhe ſeemed a miniſtring angel: Her good- 
nels prevented their requeſts T; and ſmiles, gentle lan- 


guage, 


Pi Abi divitias Ale artemgue Fruendi. 
Ps Hor. lib. i. ep. 4. ad Tibull. 


1 Theſe bead will gorily be fliff and uſeleſi in the 
grove, that ar. now capable of d /Iriluting to the necęſ 
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guage, and the warmeſt expreſſions of good-will, always 
accompanied her actions of mercy. The diſtreſſed were 


1 encouraged to diſcloſe all their wants, by the kindeſt aſ- 
4 ſurances of relief; and ſhe treated them with the ſweet- 
ö / neſs and eaſy | goodneſs of a friend, rather than the ſu- 


periority of a benefactor; nor was ſhe inclined to take 
f oſfence at the appearance of ingratitude in her depen- 
dents. When ſhe chanced to overhear ſome unthankful 
> poor, entertained at, her ſervant's table, murmur at their 
1 food, tho' ſhe had fed on the ſame herſelf, ſhe only put 
this gentle conſtruction on their behaviour, That th 
exp cted ſomething better than ordinary from her table, 
And ſhe was ſo far from, reſenting this indecent delicacy 
of appetite, that ſhe did not, even at that time, omit the 
alms ſhe uſually gave when any indigent perſons were 
eatertained at her houſe,  ' _ N 
| 15 i 
T is aſtoniſhing how the moderate eſtate Mrs. Rowe 
was poſſeſſed of, could ſupply ſuch various and expenſive 
benefactions; and her own ſenſe of this once broke out 
to an intimate friend; I am ſurtrisd, ſaid ſhe to her, 
bow it is poſſible my eflate ſhould anſwer all theſe things, 
when I confider what I do! and yet I never want money. 
\ This ſhe only ſpoke to give honour to the divine ble}. 
ing, which, as ſhe was wont to acknowledge with great 
piety, apparently protected her from loſſes, and pro- 
tpered all her affairs. For it would be extreme injuſtice, 
to interpret her expreſſions of gratitude to the goodneſs 
of Providence, in a different manner; ſince her great 
| T0 I care 
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ties of the poor and afſiifled, if thou wouldſi give me the 
glad commiſl/imm. O ſend me the ready meſſenger of conſo- 
lation to their wants and diſtreſs. Hear their bleſſings and 
prayers for me: Before they aſked, I baue heard their 
evants. 
From an addreſs to God in the Author's manu- 

ſcript devotions. 
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care to conceal her charities from the obſervation of 
mortals, gives the higheſt evidence that no love of hu- 
man applauſe tainted the purity of her benevolent diſ- 
poſitions. Indeed, her modeſty and averſion to the ap- 


pearance of ſhew and oſtentation, caufed-her to caſt ſuch 


a veil of ſecrecy over her beneficent actions, that I fear 
many of them, highly worthy to be known and imitated 
by poſterity, mult remain concealed from the world, 
till h t day when they ſhall be rewarded in the ſight of 
the whole univerſe, by the 'omniſcient Judge who was 
alone witneſs to them. PO WITS Hs 5 


Sven an aſſemblage of virtues, as united in Mrs: 


Rewe's character, could only be the offspring of piety* 
This divine principle diſcovered itſelf very early in her 
mind; and ſince Mr. Grove wrote the former part of 
theſe memoirs, I have received freſh evidence to con- 
firm his obſervation, that *tis not improbable the firſt 


dawnings of rezſon guided her to acknowledge and 


adore the Author of her being, and commence that uni- 
form. and.. exemplary courſe of obedience to his laws, 


* 


every part of het liſe. 


which by the aſſiſtance of Heaven, ſhe maintained in 


II FR writings give a faithful picture of her ſoul. Her 
profound humility, and ſupreme affection to God; her 


laith in his promiſes, and dependence on his providence ; 
her zeal for his glory, and love to the holineſs of his 
laws, appear in the ſtrpngeſt light in her works; and 


particularly in her Devotions, publiſhed ſince her death 
by the reverend Dr. Watts. But as it would too much 


{well theſe memoirs to tranſcribe her ſentiments on theſe 


heads, I ſhalt only relate the means ſhe made ule of to 
cultivate theſe excellent diſpoſitions ; with the addition 


of ſome paſſages from her manuſcripts, that have not yet 
been communicated to the pablic. | 
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SHE devoted herſelf to the ſervice of Heaven in a 
ſolemn covenant *. In this ſhe imitated the example of 
her pious mather. to whole ſacred engagement of this 
kind Mrs. Rowe has made this addition, which evi- 


dently appears by the hand to be written in her younger 
years. 


| MY God, and my fathir's God, «ho hecpeft covenant ' 
and mercy to a thouſand generations, I call thee to wit- 


meſs, that with all the ſincerity of my ſoul I conſent to 


this covenant, and ſtand to the ſolemn d. dication made of 

me in my baptiſm : And to this : 
1 God's high name my awful witneſs make. 

And thus with the utmoſt willingneſs and.) jay, 1 ſubſcribe 

with my hand to the Lord. 


E. SINGER. 


And beneath, in the fame paper, ſhe writes thus: 
Renew'd Sept. 1728. When JI am flanding before the 
Judge of all the earth, to be ſentenced for all eternity, 
lit this contiatt bt as evidence that Irentuncs the eworld, 


and take the ſupreme God for my portion and happineſs. 


Her manuſcript alſo affords the following larger re 
newal of this ſacred covenant. 


LET me renew my voaus to thee, let me reprat the 


ſacred obligation; let my foul collect its powers ; let me, 


if poſſible, make my ties more firong—more intirely devote © 
myſelf to thee. With what pleaſure do I refieft on the 
obligations I have to be thine! I bleſs the ſacred engage- 
ment, and would not be free, for ten thouſand worlds... IT 
never knew a hoppy moment "till I avis 17 ; ail my joys 
are dated from thar bliſi period; from thince thiy took 
thar ſpring, and from thence they will for wer flow. Oh! 

8 3 therefore 
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th:refore let me joyfully renew my wows to thee ; let an- 
gell inſtrutt me hw to confirm them ; let them teach me 


their firms, and give me their flames; lit all be noble, 
and pathetic, and ſolemn as their immortal vows. 1 


aoould bind myſelf bryond the ties that mortals know. —— 
But I cannot ſpeak with the ardor I wiſh; I cannot 
Aud words to expreſs the vehemence of my foul : But oh ! 
thou who canſft underfland theſe defires which language 
fails me to utter, accept the ſincerity of my heart, re- 
gerd and accept my veau; and eh! let them be confirm'd 
forever, J 

ATTEND, ye angels! let heaven and earth hear mc ! 
tet the moſt high God, the pefjefſer of heaven and earth, 
himſelf be my witneſs | for even to him J dare afpeal, 
icin whim no diſguiſe can weil my thoughts; cwen thy 


ſacred name I dare attcf}, whciſe favour is my hope, and 


whoſe ficaun is the only thing I can fear. Vit my words 
are net the effef of terror and difircſs, but of reaſon and 
of lobe. No action of my life was ever more deliberate 
amd wviluntary. My foul gives its intire affent, and offers 


up all its powers; I make no reſerve, thou haſt my 


whole, my undivided heart. 


O T HOU that hokeft diwn from the exaltations of 
thy majeſty, that rideſt upon the heavens in thy excellency ; 
and from thence doſt not diſdain to be a father to the 
fatherleſs, and the judge of the awidew; I come to thee 
d. fitute, ferlorn, and abandon'd of every name of joy or 
confidence upon earth. I hawe feund all the ſpecious titles 
ant relaticns among men to be vanity and a lye: But 7 
rcjcice in the conviftien, I bliſs the happy circumſtance 
that has thi own a reproach on all human truſt; that has 
broke my engagements with every thing below, and forced 
me, fricndleſs and defencel:fs, to fly to thee, Oh! rective 
me with the affiftion of a father ; take me into thy ten- 
d:reft care and proteflion, Ch] remember thy covenant 
vb my ficus anceſtors, to be a God to them, and their 
feed after them, by an everlaſting covenant. 1 hy compa/- 

ion: 
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doſt delight to exerciſe lowing-kindneſs and truth in the 

earth; thou art the God of all grace and conſolation < 

Theſe are thy free, thy natural operations. Fury is not 
7 in thee; thy name, thy boaſte name is Lo VR; and thou 
4 doft never deviate from its gentle dictates ;, "tis the begin- 

ning and end of all thy works, the glorious end thou hadſt 
U from all eternity in view: Thou doſt not withdraw thy 
'L eyes from this defign, but haſt ſet thy heart upon it from 
everlaſling to everlaſting. Goodneſs and compaſſion for 
ever flow from thee : Thou canſ not reſtrain thoje glorious 
? emanations ; they will, and muſt fert wer ſtream frem thee, 
c the infinite abyſs, the ſpring of goodneſs,” the ſum, the ple- 
| nitude of jay, its newer. failing ſource. 


| fans exceed thoſe of the trnacreft relation on earth ; thou 


OH, thou hafl purchaſed my foul with thy 0x01 blood ; 

before God and angels, I put it into thy cuſtecy ; with thee 

1 folemnly depoftie the ſacred pledge, into thy hand I com- 

wit the precious treaſure; "tis my all, m; vcry being x: 

Oh, form it after thy pleaſure, and ſecure it from the 

flratagems of hell. 1 am ſurrounded with danger, and a 

thouſand unſeen ſnares attend me; I have but one caſt 

or eternity. Look with eyes of pity on my impotence and 

diftreſs ; I Ay to thee, let me find a hiding-place from the 
awind, a covert from the tempeſt. 


JAM not, I cannot be my own keeper ; floſb and blood” 
is too aveak to ſtruggle with princifalitics, and pavers, 
and the rulers of darkneſs in high places; the combina- 
tion is too ſtrong for unoffiftcd nature to conquer. Thou 
knonveſt my firength is but weakneſs, my wiſdom folly, my 
natural light all darkneſs. I know not the next ſtep be- 
fore me, and if 1 flumble, "twill bring reproach on thy 
holy ways. 


JAM of the Lord's fide; I am in league with thee 
ogainſt the confederacy of hill: I lift hl, under thy 
banners, to of poſe the kingdom of darkneſs ; give me ſtrength 
and wiſdom to encounter all oppoſiticu; let me never be lift 
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ts my own condu#?, or diſhonour thy cauſe by any weakneſ3 
or inaavertency: O thou that doſt not ſlumber nor ſleth, 
avatch my goings, and let none of my foot-fleps ſlide. O 
fountain of love and grace, let me feel thy preſent influ- 


ences. There is no relation in all nature ſo near, as that 


between God and a wirtuous mind: And wilt thou not 
adorn it with thoſe graces which are capable of being im- 
proved forever ? In: e 


INM the name of the Lord God of Bots, the God of the 
armies of Iſrael, let me conquer the principalities ard 
powers of darkneſs. I hawe taken thy word for my de- 
fence, I bade fled to the name of the Lord for ſafety ; 
let me rejoice, let me triumph in that ſandtuary, nor know 
a thought of diffidence or fear. Let me hope againſt hope, 
belicve above belief, with confidence. worthy of that power 
on which I truſt, and of that vcracity which is engaged to 
protect me. Be the powers of hell confounded, while 1 
make my boaſt in the Lord, and rejuice in thy ſalvation ! 


CAN, I muſt, I dare ſet to my feal, that God is 
true. I necd not ſcruple to affirm what thou haſt atteſted ; 
I may, without heſttation, give- my afſent to the words of 
the living God, Let not my foot-fleps ſlide, kerp me in the 
aways of life and ſalvation, direct every motion, for thou 
art my only counſellor. Leave me not to chuſe for myſelf ; 
give me no advantage but what I may employ for thy 
glory; cancel every prayer that has not been agreeable to 
thy will. I retract every petition whoſe fucceſs will not 
centre in thy intereſt; tis thee, and not myſelf, I would 
honour ; *tis thee I wauld live and die for. Make thy own 
terms, let them be what they will, 1 take thee for my only 
portion for this life, and to all eternity: And with full 
conſent 1 ſubſcribe with my hand to the Lord. 


* Sept. 11. 1725. E. ROWE. 
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„Min. Rowe's birth- day. ; : 
| | HE 


—ͤ̃ b U— * 


| 


Mrs. ELIZABETH Rowe, Ixi 


Snx practiſed ſecret prayer three times a day, as ap. 
pears by this reſolution taken from her manuſcript : At 
morning, at noon, and at night, 1 will praiſe thee, and 
pay my conſtant homage to the ſupreme and independent 
Being. And as ſhe was wont to ſay, That ave cught to 
conſecrate our brighteſt intervals to the ſervice of Heaven; 
agreeably to theſe juſt ſentiments, ſhe employed thoſe 
parts of the day in which ſhe believed the powers of 
the mind moſt free and active, as ſeaſons of holy retire- 


ment: But (as far as I could judge) her devotions were 


rather frequent, than protracted to ſuch an undue length, 
as might tend to diſtract the attention, and fatigue and 


exhauſt the ſpirits; a fault into which ſome pious perſons 


have incautiouſly fallen. 


Sux had an high veneration and love to the Lord's 
day, which, abſtaining from worlely affairs and plea- 
ſures, ſhe wholly conſecrated to the ſervice of religion. 
No ſlight indiſpoſition, nor any ſeverity of weather, pre- 
vented: her conſtant attendance on publick worſhip ; at 
which her attentive and reverend behaviour ſhewed the 
urmoſt compoſure and elvation of ſoul, She alſo, in 


| Imitation of our bleſſed Saviour's example of doing good 
on the Sabbath, ſanctified the Lord's day, by entertain- 


ing a ſet of poor people at her houſe, and by an abun- 
dant diſtribution of charity. But her devout regard to 
the public worſhip of God will beſt appear by the fol- 
lowing paſſage extracted from the manuſcript volume of 
her devotions, which J have ſo often cited. 


ISOLEMNLY fet apart one day in the week (if 


Poſſible Saturday) for my retired dewotions, to prepare my 
, for the noble employment of public worſhip ; and then 


let all the powers of my ſoul be exerciſed in love and 
humble adoration. Let me make more ſenſible approaches 
to the protitious Being whom, unſeen, I love ; and let him 
fil me with the ineffable delights his preſence affords, and 
make me joyful in the houſe of prayer : Let me be abun- 
L dantly 


The LIFE of 


dantly ſatisfied with the fatnifs of his houſe, and drini of 
the rivers 1955 Bis plea jure. 


Ixii 


Suk never + neglected any e of partaking 
of the holy communion, tor which ſhe had the higheſt 
affection and reverence z and the fame manuſcript will 
ſhew what virtuous NT ſhe made at ſuch ſacred 
ſeaſons. | 


WITH every facrament let me renew iny frength, and 
with the bread of lift receive immortal vigour. Let me 
remember the vows of God, and at my return to the world, 
let me commit my ways to thee. Let me be abſolutely re- 
gn d to thy providence, nor once diſtruſt thy goodneſs and 
fidelity. Let me be careful for nothing, but with prayer 
and ſupplication make my wants known to thee, Let the 


moſt awful ſenſe of thy preſence dwell on my heart, and 


always keep me in a ſ riqus diſpoſition. Let me be merci- 
ful and juſt in my octiont, calm and regular in my 
thoughts: And ch! do thou ſet a watch on my mouth, and 
keep the door of my lips. Let me heal evil of no man; 
let me advance the reputation of the wirtuous, and never 
be filent in the praiſe of merit. Let my tongue ſpeak the 
language of my beart, and be guided by exact truth and 
perfedt fincerity. Let me cpen my hands wide to the wants 
of the poor, in full confidence that my heavenly Father 
will ſupply mine; and that the high poſſeſſor of heaven 
and earth ill not fail to reſtore in the hour of my diſtreſs, 
What I have parted with for his ſake. 


O LET thy grace be ſuffcicnt for me, and thy firengih 
Be manifeſt in my wealn'ſs. Be jreſent with me in the 


hour of temptation, and confirm the pious refolutions theu 
haſt enabled me to form. 


SHE had an inexpreflible love and veneration for the 
Foly Scriptures, and was aſſiduous in the reading of 
them; particularly the New Teſtament, the P/alms, and 

thoſe 


p 


pl 


Mrs, ELIZABETH Rowe. [xiit 


thoſe parts of the prophetical writings which relate ts 
our bleſſed Saviour. For ſome time before her death, 
ſhe ſcarce read any thing but theſe ſacred books, and 

ical treatiſes on religious ſubjeas. She was alſo 
wont to aſſiſt her improvement in virtue and the Chri- 
ſtrian life, by frequent meditations on the bleſſedneſs of 
a future ſtate, the perfections of God, particularly his 
infinite goodneſs and mercy in the redemption of the 
world by 7-/us Cbriſt, and on other important parts of 
religion, which appeared beſt ſuited to promote devout 
and holy diſpoſitions. And beſides theſe her uſual ex- 
erciſes of piety, in the latter part of her life, ſhe ob- 


ſerved ſome ſtated ſeafons of abſtinence and extraordina- 
ry devotion. ROT TED! | 


Tus fervor of her zeal in the cauſe of religion, was 
beyond the rate of common examples. As ſhe could 
not command her tears of tranſport, 'when ſhe was wit- 


neſs to any eminent inſtance of piety, ſo the ſinking 


ſtate in which the intereſt of Heaven now appears, rent 
her very ſoul; and as fhe ſaw with inexpreſſible grief the 
fatal advances of infidelity in this nation, ſhe ſpoke with 
the higheſt eſteem and gratitude of thoſe excellent per- 
ſons, who, in the preſent age, have defended Chriſtiani- 
ty by then learned writings, and truly venerated them 
as Public benefactors to mankind. 2 


Mas. Reue ſeemed born for the practice of ſublime 
and aſcetic piety, 'twas the ſupreme pleaſure of her life; 
yet her own words aſſure us, that ſhe did not ſet too 
high a value on ſtrong emotions of the paſhons, and re- 


ligious fervors; nor was tempted by the love of devo- 
tion to prefer it to ſocial virtue For ſhe thus expreſſes 
herſelf in a letter to a noble friend. I Have wrote no 
pious meditations of late. The acarmth of devotion, per- 


haps, as well as other paſſicns, declines wvith life : But I 
hope the calm, the reeſonable, and ſelid part of religion 
ail be flill im rom d. And in another letter to the ſame 


Lady, the fays, I have noreftitution to make, nor the leaft 


known 


F 
9 


9 


— 


We 4 22S 
_ — 92 ; 2 2 5 7 5 =: > LIL * 


—— 


— 


2 
„r 


2 2 
>; > 
— — 


— 


—— 2 — — — 
2 - — - 
———— 


. C Ks 7 
—— . 
n 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Iziv be LIF E of 


known injury to repair. I lay a much greater freſi on 
this part of religion that regards mankind, than 1 do on 


any height of devotion, as neceſſary as I think it, to re- 


concile the mind to death. She affected no kind of ſingu- 
larity or appearance of ſeverity, nor preſumed to cenſure 
thoſe who came not up to that ſtrictneſs to which ſhe ob- 
liged herſelf. And ſhe was ſo far from impoſing any 
methods of devout life which ſhe herſelf uſed, on others 
to whom on account of their difference of temper, and 
deeper engagements in the buſineſs of the world, they 
might be inexpedient, that ſhe did not recommend, or I 
think, ſo much as mention them to her moſt intimate 
friends ; but, on the contrary, ſtudied concealment ſo 
much, that *tis only from her manuſcript, and the infor- 
mation of her ſervant (from whom they could not be 
hid) that I have arrived at the knowledge of the greater 
part of them, ſince her death. | | 


SHE poſſeſſed a large meaſure of that ſerenity and 
chearfulneſs of temper, which ſeem naturally to flow 


from conſcious virtue, and the hopes of the divine fa- 


vour. This happy diſpoſition of mind, which is more 
than once recommended in the ſacred writings, and is 
ſo great an ornament to ſincere piety, continued with 
Mrs. Rowe to her laſt moments, and was never inter- 
rupted by any of thoſe fantaſtic diſorders that ſo often 
cloud the imaginations of the ſofter ſex ; ſo that (ex- 
cepting ſome intervals of virtuous grief occaſion'd by 
her devout and ſocial affections) her whole life ſeemed 
not only a conſtant calm, but a perpetual ſun ſhine, and 
every hour of it ſparkled with good humour, and inof- 
ſenſive gaiety. | 


As it may ſeem improper to relate the particular 
ſentiments of a lady who was not vers'd in controverſial 
divinity, or the erudition of the ſchools, on ſubjects that 
have divided the learned and religious world ; I will 


only take the liberty to ſay, that ſhe openly avowed 


what appeared to her to be truth, and defended it with 
| waimth ; 


Mrs, ELIZABETH Rowe. lxv 


warmth; yet the ſweetneſs of her diſpoſition made her 
incapable of the impious raſhneſs of thoſe, who without 
mercy pronounce. a ſentence of damnation on all who 
diſſent from them in abſtruſe and diſputable points: But 
ſhe expreſſed herſelf as if it was leſs neceſſary to guard 

againſt the contrary extreme. For ſhe ſays, in one of 
her letters, My charity ts very large, and from this catbo- 
lic ſpirit I bawe often canoniz'd ſome libertine or atheiſt for 
a great ſaint, Her love of piety was not confined to 
thoſe of her own party in religion; and it ought to be 
related as an exemplary inſtance of Chriſtian moderation, 
that ſhe continued all the latter part of her life in conſtant 
communion with ſome who differed from her in articles 
which ſhe thought of great importance; tho' ſhe was fre- 
quent]y ſolicited to an oppoſite conduct by perſons of a 
more narrow ſpirit ; and could not eſcape cenſure for her 
adherence to the charity of the Goſpel, And as her 
zeal did in no part of her life degenerate into religious 
fury, ſo towards the cloſe of it, her gentle and charitable 
diſpoſitions increaſed, and ſhe ſeemed to be viſibly ripen- 


ing into the temper of that bleſſed region to which ſhe 
was ſoon to be removed, 


Hz friendſhips were founded on virtue, but not a 
perfect agreement in thoſe leſſer matters which divide 
us as Chriſtians and Eng/imen; in which ſhe ſhewed a 
generous mind, elevated above the mean principles of 
party and bigotry. She was favoured with the eſteem 
and acquaintance of the Counteſs of Winchelſea, the 
Viſcounteſs Weymouth, the Viſcounteſs Scud more, the 
Lady Carteret, the Lady Brooke, the Honourable Mrs. 
Thynne, the Earl of Orrery, Dr. Kenne, Lord Biſhop of 
Pu and Wells, Sir Richard Blackmore, Dr. Watts, Mr. 
Prior, Mr. Grove, &c. But above all ſhe poſſeſſed the 
higheſt degree of friendſhip with another illuſtrious orna- 
ment of the age, which as it began as ſoon as ever her 
Lady ſhip was capable of this generous paſſion, ſo it con- 
tinued without the Teaft interruption to the laſt moments 
of Mrs. Roxws's life: And it gives me great pleaſure, 
| : that 


txvi Verſes 70 Mis. Rows. 


that I can conclude the character of a Lady whoſe me: 
mory ought to be moſt dear to me, with this teſtimony 
to her virtue and merit; that her life was honoured with 
the friendſhip, and her death lamented with raid tears bord 
the Sanne of HEN ronv“! *, | 
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To Mrs. EEA AR ts Sid A. 
On ber Divine Poems. 
J 19 1706, 


1. 
N the fair barks of gentle Thames | 
I ton'd my harp; nor did celeſtial themes 
Refuſe to dance vpon my firings : 
There beneath the evening ſky, 
I ſung my cares aſleep, and rais'd my wiſhes bigh 
To everlaſting things. 
Sudden from Albion's weſtern coaſt 
Harmonious notes came gliding by, 
The neighb'ring ſhepherds knew the filver ſound ; 
”Tis PHILoOMELA's voice, the neighb'ring ſhepherds cry, 
At once my ſtrings all filent lie, 
At once my fainting muſe was loſt, 
In the ſuperior ſweetneſs drown'd. 
| Q 


Verſes to Mrs. Rowe, tfxvii 
In vain I bid my tunefol pow'rs unite ; 
My foul retir'd, and left my tongue, 
I was all ear, and PHiLometa's ſong 
Was all divine delight, 


SIE 
Now be my harp forever dumb, 
My mule attempt no more. *Twas long ago 
I. bid adieu to mortal things, 
To Grecian tales, and wars of Nome; 
"Twas long ago I broke all but th' immortal ſtrings : 
No thoſe immortal firings have no employ, 
Since a fair angel dwells below, 
To tune the notes of Heav'n and propagate the joy. 
Let all my powers with awe profound, 
While Py1LoMELA fings, 
Attend the rapture of the ſound, 
And my devotion vite on her ſeraphic wings. 


1. Warrs, 


ot 8 885 Ng N 


To Mrs. ROW E. 


On her excellent Poems. 


EACH me the art, fair regent of the ſou], 
To raiſe the paſſions, or at will, controul ; 
That heav'nly art which can our cares beguile, 
Make envy pleas'd, and penſive ſorrow ſmile. 
Circe 


| Ixviii Verſes to Mrs. Row. 


Circe with magic ſpells the ſoul could bind, 
And change the ſhape : Here the reverſe we find; 
The brute, transform'd by you, aſſumes a nobler kind. 


| O nad I but thy voice, and ſkill, and lyre! 
| Soon would I ſet the liſt 'ning ſwains on fire. 
Virtue's majeſtic form before their eyes, 

A Her lovely train, her palace in the ſkies, 
| | And high refulgent throne, ſhould ſtand confeſt, 

| And with aſpiring wiſhes ſwell each breaſt. 
The tenants of the grove, a tuneful throng, 
Should ceaſe their lays, to hear my ſweeter ſong ; 
= Thyſelf too tranſports feel, before unknown, 
And, in another, praiſe what was thine own : 
Elſe the too modeſt nymph will ne'er believe, 
How ſoft the ſtrains ! the joys how vaſt they give! 
But while th' admiring audience ſit around, 
And faint beneath the rapture of the ſound, - | 
4 Calm and uraw'd, ſhe will herſelf appear, 
F And think we flatter what ſhe ſcarce can bear. 


Fox wiſhes theſe! to think ſhe would impart 
Heav'n's inſpirations, like the rules of art; 
Or truſt to any mean, unſkilful hand, 
(The ſpeaking ſtrings that knows not to command) 
The golden gift, a welcome preſent made 
By Gabriel; who with grace celeſtial ſaid ; 
+ Hail, thou of Heav'n belov'd ! this harp-is thine, 
So often ſat to hymns and airs divine; 
Still let it ſacred be to praiſe and love; 
« *T will Eindle ardors pure as ours above, 


« Afit 


; 
. 


Verſes to Mrs. Rows, lxix 
Aſſiſt thy riſing ſoul, and bear her flight 


« Beyond the rolling ſpheres, to realms of endleſs light: 
Morning and ev'ning let me meet thee there.” 
No more he ſpoke—but mix'd unſeen with air. 


_ Henry Grove, 


SW W oe FG Wee GG Went I 


To Mrs. ROWE. | 


After her recovery from the Small- Pon. 
An ODE. 


ERMIT, great awful ſoul, the muſe, 
The rough, unpraftis'd muſe; to bring 
Her humble joy upon her feeble wing, | 
Nor the bold addreſs refuſe ; | 
Weak tho' her wings, and faint her fire, 
Yet true the heart, and ardent the deſire. 
O] could I riſe, and ſoar like ee, 
On ſounding pinions thro' the ſkies ; 
My daring muſe ſhould hail th' auſpicious fate, 
In notes that would the liſt'ning world ſurpriſe : 
And proud in pompous harmony, 
With folemn and mzjeftic ſtate, 
Should bring an off ring that might be 
| Worthy Heaw'n, and worthy zee. 


Cruel diſeaſe ! that doſt not ſpare 
The Great, the Witty, or the Fair! 


Burr 


Vielded to thy hideous arms: 


That heav'n of beauty and of love. 


Verſes to Mrs. Rows, 
BLEST Maria's royal charms 


From us at once thou didſt remove 
To the brighter realms above 


Thou didſt attack th* Imperial crown, 
And ſtrike the Roman eagle down. 


Px ovp Gallia wears a mouroful face, 
To ſee her haughty Bourbon race, 


| Her boaſted heirs reduc'd by thee 


To a weak infant progeny. 


vous Churchill felt thy moifon'd dart 
Pierce his gen'rous, tender heart, 
Drop'd in life's advancing bloom, 
Nor ſaw his mighty father's doom: 
Europe freed, and France ſubdu'd, 
And the old EN IIS GratriTvpe; 
Curs'd by thoſe his courage ſav'd, 
By ev'yy ſenſeleſs coward brav'd ; 
All his godlike acts diſprais'd, 
Sunk by the pow'r his virtue rais'ds 


vet juſt poſterity ſhall call 


The Hero greater by his fall. 


An! the laurel'd Poet's breath, 


That ſaves the Patriot's name from death, 


Stopt by thy relentleſs pow'r, 
Cruel diſeaſe | is heard no more. 


Bx IcH T Orinda ! ſacred name, 
Sacred to virtue, and to fame! 


5 vet 


Verſes to Mrs. Ro wk. laxxi 


Yet we lament her deſtiny, 
Bright Orinaa fell by thee. 


Cruel diſeaſe ! that daſt not ſpare 
The Great, the Witty, or rn i, 


Bur vacant. thrones are fl d again; 
New heroes with their warlike train 
Triumph on the hoſtile plain. 

Ev'n bright Orinda's harmony, 
Great Pm3LOMEL 's ſupply'd by thee s 
Thy couble portion of her fire 
Kindles ſoft joys and pure deſire, 
Fav'rite of the tuneful Nixe! 
Sweet the notes! the thoughts divine! 
Much already has been giv'n 
By t hee, inſpir'd by bounteous Heav'n: 
Now o'erjoy'd we hope for more 
From thy wit's unmeaſur'd ſtore. 

Still we find this gaudy town 
Without hee a deſart grown: 

But when winter's rugged face 

The rural honours does diſgrace, 
Then returning home with thee | 
A new, a wond'rous ſprang we ſee, 
Beauty, . and Hann. 
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Foro1ve the thought! how happy we 
At ſuch diſtance plac'd from thee ! 
None with their officious haſte 
Told the danger, till 'twas paſt ; 
Our ſ{ympathizing ſouls were ſpar d, 
Nor thy Delius torments ſhar's ; 


Yea 


ö Ixxii Verſes to Mrs, Ro w E. 
Yet with horror we dilate 


| 
| | On the near impendiny fate. 


it Wurx thou ſhalt to death ſubmit, | 
. Who ſhall ſupply thoſe eyes and wit? 
- Ne'er again we hope to find ! 


Two ſuch heav'nly wonders join'd, 
So fair a face, ſo bright a mind! 


. ——— 
—— — — — — —— 


| | Kind diſeaſe! that once didft ſpare, 
* The Great, the W MPs and the F air ! 
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| To Mrs. ROWE. 


EYES 
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On her extallene . 


Attune their lyres to Pp1LomeLA's praiſe, 
| Will the fair ſaint without a frown receive 
| The humble homage verſe like mine can give? 
[ Virtuous my zeal, if in th' attempt I fail, 
| i In duteous ſtrains MG pada worth to hail. 


| | HILE Phabus fav'rite ſons in lofty lays 


[ ConSUMMATE miſtreſs of the EY art! 
| To thee the Nine their various gifts impart, 


| 'Teach thee alike with matchleſs {kill t inſpire 
| The rural reed, or touch the courtly lyre; 


6 
* 


And 


Verſes to Mrs, Rows, bai 


And bid thy verſe with blended beauties pleaſe, 
Sweetneſs with, ſtrength, and majeſty with eaſe. 
What ſhining ſenſe in pureſt diction told! 

The current limpid, and the bottom gol. 
What glowing figures warm with heav'nly lame! 
What happy judgment, fancy's rage to tame 

Bold as the flight of the * Dircean ſwan, © 
Whoſe daring pinions earth's low ſcenes diſdain ; 
Wild, unconfin'd, he wantons, roams, and ſoars, 
And leaves the ſtars behind, in his unbounded courſe. 
vet ſoftly ſweer thy melting numbers move, 

As when the + Leſbian tunes her lute to love; 

When gentle harmony, and eaſy art, | 
Sooth ev'ry ſenſe, and ſteal upon the heart. 


A 


Tay meaneſt worth, the gift of tuneful lays, 
To uſe that gift aright, thy nobler praiſe; 
To own the Giver, and direct thy ſongs 
To the high themes that dwell on Tſerdph's tongues z 
In faithful verſe to bid bright virtue ſhine 
Fair as ſhe looks to angels eyes, and thine ; 
And audient of her tore, beneath the ſky, 
Th' immortal ſtrains of paradiſe to try ; 
This praiſe | ſhall ſt, when Homer's 8 fame decays, | 
And vengeful. fre o'er total nature, preys ; 13 
When ev' ry work of man, in equal ſeales 
Juſt Heay' n hall weigh, and all but v virtue fails.” 


N 4 N . AIR | 3 4 4 oft 3 * 43 
\ — 


_ 


* Pindar. + Safpho. 


Vor. I. dC Tar» 


Amid their kindred ends, n e 1 woe. 


Ixxiv Verſes t Mrs. Rowe. 


Turx impions poets, WW e of heart, 
To flatter vice debasd the heav'nly art, 
Shall weep their blaſted bays, and how! _ 


Nor ſo the bard who OY laurels dunn d, 
Whoſe daring muſe the cauſe of virtue own'd ; 
Immortal palms his honvur'd' brow ſhall — 1 
God own his e and OO _ his 8 | 


THis, 88 all ik 5 you ge, = 
For this you ev'ry fond engagement break ; .,, . 
For this from ſure applauſe to ſhades retire, 

To conſecrate to Heav'n your hallow'd lyre. 
Content while God approves, you pleas'd forego 
Fame, wealth, and ev ry boaſted joy below; 
To lead the life of beay n, to all unknown, 1 
Till the aſt das. (hen, God thy. deeds ſhall crown, . 


Ten hid no mare thy worth the world” That "OY 


And angels loud the trump of glory blow. ; 


Then by th' applauding, univerſe approv'd, 

By ſeraphs honour, d, : and by God below d ; Sy 
Thou, virtue's friend, who dyt teous to her rules, 8 
Avow'd her cauſe, ard dar d tl je ſcorn of foo 2 2 
Shalt take, tho late, the great, th" im mortal] prize, | 
Crown'd with diſtinguiſh'd honours in the Kies- 
While brighter ſtars ſhall round thy temples ſhine, _ . 
And near the martyr hoſt a throne be thine. 
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H ne 


To Mrs, ROWE. 


Occofowd by ber preſenting me with Moliere's 


orks. 


E L L may you part with NMolicre's comic ſtrains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd ſoul no female fault retains ; ; 
But might reveal'd with modeſt pride, defy 
The niceſt ſearch of his diſcerning eye. 
Wiſe without ſourneſs, without lightneſs gay, 
Devout as angels, and as mild as they : 
Not warmer flames their nobleſt ſongs inſpire, 
Nor deeper rev'rence ſinks th' adoring quire, 5 
Than your's, when to their theme you tune the lyre. 
Your piercing wit the beſt good nature ſways, | 
Quick the leaſt merit to diſcern and raiſe, | 4 
But flow to cenſure what you cannot praiſe. 
The ſpleen o'er you nee'r ſheds his baleful ray, 
You ſtill enjoy, and give unſullied day. 
No hideous pedantry with learned noiſe 
Confounds the muſic of the female voice; 
But while the wiſeſt maxims you infuſe, 
With rapture we attend, and hail the heav'nly muſe, 
In you religion's native beauties ſhine, 
Attra& our love, and prove its riſe divine. 
| Courted by fame, with pleaſure compaſs d round, 
70 Unhurt you traverſe this inchanted ground, 
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To Heav'n with faintleſs ſpeed your courſe purſue, 

Nor can the gaudy ſcene from Heav'n divert your view, 
And when this darling theme your tongue employs, 


Seraphic notions rule your charming voice, 

We hear an angel, and we taſte theyoys. 

i If finiſh'd ſcenes you draw of bliſs above, 

i Libertines gaze, admire, begin to love, | 

| Confeſs him wiſe, whoſe heart and hope's on high, 
Li - And dread their ſenſual joys at ſuch a price to buy. 


Bur whither would I rove Fair ſaint, excuſe 
The feeble efforts of a grateful muſe, | -. 
Which not aſpir'd a perfect draught to frame, 
| But only meant to give thoſe charms a name, 

18 Which late with pleaſing tranſports fill'd my ſoul, 

And bid the happy hours unnumber'd roll, 
Taught me unmov'd to view th' unthinking fair, 
And made ev'n Moliere leſs a wit appear. 


Tuo. Amory, 
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Verſes to the memory of Mrs, RO WE 


By a Friend. 


HILE penſive in the lonely ſhades I ſtray, 

Or thro! enamel'd meads purſue my way, 
A gloomy ſorrow hangs about my heart, 

And ſudden tears o'er my dim eye-balls ſtart, 


„ 
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In vain (I cry) in vain, delightful ſpring, 

Thou deck'ſt the plains, who now thy charms ſhall ling ? 
Who from the various beauty of the fields, 

And ev ry herb thy genial influence yields, 

Shall teach us their EAT AurHOR to diſcern, 
And from each tree and flow'r his goodneſs learn? 
Since PH1LOYELA her laſt debt has paid, 

And cold, and ſilent, in the tomb is laid. 

No more the echoes ſhall repeat her ſong ; 

Nor cryſtal ri v'lets, as they glide along, 

Shall on their waters bear her tuneful lays, 
Devoted all to her Repzznen's praiſe : 

No more ſhall I her friendly converſe ſhare, 

Nor hear the dictates of her pious care. 
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Yer tho! the bright example is remov'd, 
Be its idea ſtill rever'd, and lov'd! 
To imitate her virtue may I try, 
And on the path ſhe mark d {till fix my eye 
Tho' far behind, imperfect, and diſtreſt, 
Fain would I ſeek the climes of balmy reſt: 
Where ſin no more can tempt, or pain annoy, 
Nor pining ſorrow interrupt their joy ; 
Where rivers of eternal pleaſure flow, 
And gales of peace forever round them blow. 
Say, could I ſee her in this happy ſtate, 
5 And that ſhe lives no more on earth regret ? 
; That freed, and victor in the glorious ſtrife, 
No more ſhe labours thro' the toil of life; 
But wears the ſtarry crown, the bright reward, 
By God himſelf for all his ſaints prepar'd ? 
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How often, when I join'd her ev'ning walk, 
Would ſhe in rapture of this period talk 
How oft” the fetters of her clay bemoan, 
And wiſh them broke, impatient to be gone 
Yet ſtill reſign'd to wait th' appointed day, 
Nor dar'd to murmur at her fate's delay. 
The thought of earthly bliſs ſhe long had fied, 
Deſirous to be number'd with the dead, 
And meet her dear Alexis, on that ſhore, 
Where fear of parting can torment no more ; 


Faithful to him, ſhe from the world retir'd, 


Tho' by that world diſtinguiſh'd and admir'd. 

In ſolitude ſhe paſs'd the circling days, 

Fearleſs of cenſure, negligent of praiſe. 

In contemplation all her hours were ſpent, 

Her thoughts on heav'nly objects ever bent, 
Till by the hand of death from hence remov'd ; 
Whoſe dart ſhe met in the retreat ſhe lov'd, 


OBscue and peaceful may her aſhes lie, 


No marble pomp attract the curious eye; 


Nor weeping angel ſhall her grave adorn, 
And teach the careleſs paſſenger to mourn ; 


No ſun-burnt pilgrim from afar ſhall come, 


With ſuperſtitious rites to hail her tomb; 
Nor ſhining tapers thro' the gloom of night, 
Upon her urn diffuſe a trembling light : | 


Hen worth a far more laſting fame ſhall give, 
Her worth in ev'ry virtuous breaſt ſhall live. 


Elegies on Mrs. Rows. Ixxix 


On the death of 2 Mrs. R 0 W E. 


CCEPT;' ulirious ſhade ! inet artleſs lays, 
The muſe a tribute to thy mem'ry pays : 

Thy loſs to no one private grief confin d, 

Demands the gen'ral ſorrow of mankind. hs 


4 


Orr did intrigue its guilty arts. _ 
To blacken the records of ſemale wit; 
The tuneful ſong loſt ev'ry modeſt grace, 
And lawleſs freedoms triumph'd in their N 
The muſe, for vices not her own accus d, 
With bluſhes view'd her ſacred gifts abus d: 
Thoſe gifts for nobler purpoſes deſign'd, 
To raiſe the thoughts, and moralize the mind, 
The chaſte delights of virtue to infpire, 
And warm the boſom with ſeraphic fire, 
Sublime the paſſions, lend devotion wings, 
And celebrate the FIRST GREAT Cavs of things. 


Tusk glorious taſks were PHILOMELA's part, 
Who charms the fancy, and who mends the heart. 
In her was ev'ry bright perfection join'd, 0 
Whate'er adorns, or dignifies the mind; 

Her's ev'ry happy elegance of thought, 

Refin'd by virtue, as by genius wrought : 

Each low-born care her pow'rful ſtrains controul, 
And wake the nobler paſſions of the ſoul. 
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When to the vocal grove, or winding ſtream, 
She bymn'd th' almighty Author of its frame, 
Tranſported echoes bore the ſounds along, 
And all creation Jiſten'd to the ſong. 

Bold as when raptur'd feraphs ſtrike the ly re, 
Chaſte as the veſtal's conſecrated fire; 

Soft as the balmy airs that gently play, 

In the calm ſun-ſet of a vernal day; 
Sublime as virtue, elegant as wit, 

As fancy various, and as beauty ſweet. 
Applauding angels with attention hung, 

To learn the heav'nly accents from her tongue: 


They in the midnight hour beheld her riſe 


Beyond the verge of theſe inferior ſkies ; 
Where rapt in joys to vulgar minds unknown, 
She felt a fame ecſtatic as their on. 


On ! while diſtinguiſh'd, i in the realms above, | 
The bliſsful ſeats of harmony and love, 
Thy happy ſpirit 5 joins the heav'nly throng, 


Glows with their tranſports, and partakes their ſong ; 


Fix'd on wy ſoul ſhall thy example grow, 
And be my genius and my guide below : 

To this I'll point my firſt, my nobleſt views, 
Thy ſpotleſs verſe ſhall regulate my. muſe. - . 
And oh! forgive (tho? faint the tranſcript be, 


That copies an original like thee) 


My higheſt pride, my beſt attempt for fame, 


That joins my own to PII OM ELA's name. 


EIIZ. CARTER. 


On 
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On tbe death of Mrs. ROWE. 


W HAT heav'nly Pow'r bends o'er yon gaping 
_ grave, 

And weeps th' illuſtrious dead ſhe could not ſave ? 
Lo! from her flowing robes divinely bright, 

A dazzling glory gilds the ſhades of night. 

"Tis thou, Urania! the celeſtial maid 

This tribute pays to P11LoMELa's ſhade : 

For thee, great bard, ſhe bids her ſorrows flow, 
Loſt in her grief, and ecſlacy of woe. 

But hark! from her long trance the goddeſs breaks, 
And thus in wild, deſpairing accents ſpeaks. 

(Thou midnight moon, and all ye flarry throng, 
Retard your courſe, and hear th' immortal ſong ! 
Ye filver floods, your murm'ring lapſe reſtrain, 
Nor roll your cryſtal volumes to the main !) 


No more let flow'rs receive their annual birth, 
Or vernal verdure cloathe the laughing earth ; 
No more, thou ſolar lamp, the day reftore ; 
Ye ſtars, the fields of ether gild no more ; 
Thou lunar orb, withdraw thy ſilver light, 
To total darkneſs give the horrid night: 
Dead is the bard, who wont from you to raiſe 
A ſong immortal to your Maker's praiſe; 
In your fair volumes ſaw the God deſign'd, ? 
And from his works ſung the creating Mind. 
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Ixxxii Elegies on Mrs. Rows. 


Dead is my boaſt, in whom I meant to ſhow 
What gifts the firſt of muſes could beſtow. 

Oh ! ſhe had pow'r the wildeſt rage to charm, 
To bend the haughtieſt, and the coldeſt warm ; 
Pow'r to ſeduce unthinking crowds from bliſs, 


And bid deluſion and perdition pleaſe : 


Far other her deſign ; her heav'nly page : 
To truth and wiſdom guides the liſt'ning age. 
Undazzled by the glitt'ring pomp of ſtate, 

Not her's the part to praiſe the guilty great; 
Merit alone boaſts her unbrib'd applauſe, 

And all her art ſhe us'd in virtue's cauſe. 

Drawn by her hand, in native beauty bright 
Religion riſes lovely to the ſight. 

No more can vice, with all her borrow'd charms, 
Tempt thoughtleſs mortals to her fatal arms ; 
They for falſe bliſs no more the true deſtroy, 

Or ruſh on mis'ry, for a dream of j Joy. 
Ev'n death, ſupreme of terrors, now appears 

No more the object of miſtaking fears; 

He frees th' immortal mind from bumble clay, 
And gives a paſſage to eternal day : 

'Tho' dark the way, with joy they tread the-road, 
That leads to bliſs, to virtue, and to God. 


SUCH, heav'nly bard, thy works! whoſe laſting praiſe 
Shall crown thy head with never- fading bays, 
Secure of life ſhall the grave's pow'r defy, 
And laſt unchang'd 'till tiine and nature die. 
Yet what to thee the fame by mortals giv'n ? 
To thee, applauded in the courts of heay'n ? 


-T here 
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Elegies on Mrs, Rowe. Ixxxiii 
There thy leaſt glory, firſt of bards, to have ſung 
In accents worthy of a ſeraph's tongue; 
Thy nobler praiſe, fair ſaint, that when below 
Thine was the god-like pleaſure to beſtow : 
That the prime grace, celeſtial charity, 
The firſt and faireſt daughter of the ſky, 
Thy hands extended, triumph'd i in thy breaſt, 
And her great vot'ry's total ſoul poſſeſt. 
What loud laments were ſent to heav'n, that day 
That to it's earth reſtor'd thy breathleſs clay ! 


How did the wretched curſe, the hour, that gave 


Their patron, friend, and parent to the grave! 
Theſe are thy honours ! honours that can grace 
None but the foremoſt of the human race. 
'Tyrants may ſleep beneath the Parian dome, 

And ſculptur'd marble breathe around their tomb 


Stupendous piles whoſe turrets wound the ſky, 
May tell the world where its deſtroyers lie. 


Thy ſoul, great bard, diſdain'd the meaner part, 
To borrow grandeur from the works of art; 

Not thine the praiſes of a flatt'ring None, 

By thy ſepulchral ſtructure only known: 

Far other honours future ages owe, 


Than monumental marbles can beſtow; 


While wit or ſacred verſe ſhall know to charm, 
While virtue's ſelf the human breaſt ſhall warm, 
Thy mem'ry ſhall ſurvive, ſecure of fame, 

And lateſt times ſhall celebrate thy name. 

Lo! I, the firſt of muſes, grace thy ſhade, 

And honours give, not oft 0 mortals paid. 

Leſs mourn'd th' inſpiring muſe, when Leſbo. pride 


(By thee alone excell'd) fam'd Satpbo dy'd. 


Me an- 
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MEzANTIME, while all the great and good below | 
Lament their loſs in agony of woe, 
Th' angelic hoſts receive th' immortal mind, 
No more on earth in humble clay confin'd ; 
The ſons of heav'n the kindred ſpirit greet, 
And pleas'd; conduct thee to thy native ſeat: 
There pleaſures flow eternal and divine, 
And all the joys of paradiſe are thine. 
Such thy bleſt lot, and ſuch the bright reward 
For ſuch diſtinguiſh'd excellence prepar'd ! 


Taz goddeſs ceas'd, and in a blaze of light, 
To heav' n, her native 19 15 urg'd her flight. 


Aug. 1737. 5 Nicors MuNCKLEY. 
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ELEGIAC VERSES, 
Sacred to the memory of Mrs. Exaz. Rowe. 


AREWEL, O ever honour'd, ever dear! 
The bard demands a ſong, the faint a tear. 


'Twas thine with native force to touch the heart, 
And ſcorn to ſteal a grace from rules of art: 
So raiſe the warblers of the woods their notes, 
Heav'n- taught alone to fwell their tuneful throats; 
Unlabour'd beauties deck the ſong divine, 
And. ev'ry charm, inſpiring muſe, is thine : 
So ooafts ſome wildernefs of ſweets to ſmile 
By nature's gift, nor alles the aids of toil, 


EsTRANG'D 
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EsTRANG'D from flatt'ry, and to courts unknown, 
And vice thy gen'rous ſcorn, ev'n on a throne; 
Thy muſe diſdain'd the guilty great to ſing, 
No ſtateſman's name profan'd her ſacred ſtring : 
Thy happier choice to match the heav'nly choir, 
And tune to virtue's praiſe th' ennobled lyre. 
Nor prais'd alone, you practis'd what you ſung, | 
That virtue rul'd your breaſt, which warm'd your tongue 
From the full heart flow'd ev'ry godlike thought, 
And thy life ated what thy numbers taught. | 


O Tnor hadſt all that could the ſoul engage, 
The fire of youth chaſten'd by ſapient age: 
Gay without lightneſs, grave, yet not ſevere, 
Polite as courts, as ruſtic truth ſincere; 
Perfection all (as far as mortal can) 
As ſoft as woman, and as wiſe as man. 


Fats like the ſnowy beauty of thy mien, 
Th' unſully d whiteneſs of thy ſoul within; 
Good without ſhew, thy virtue, like thy lays, 
Sincere of art, ſhone with unbidden grace. 
No lures of glory could thy wiſh perſuade, 
Fitted to ſhine in«courts, you ſought the ſhade, 
Declin'd the honours worth like thine might claim, 
And hid in diſtant deſarts fled from fame: 
In vain ! for while each virtue and each muſe 
Crown'd thy retreat, fair fame their ſteps purſues. 
Conceal'd from ſight, thus ſparkling diamonds ſhine 
Midſt lonely waſtes, deep in the darkling mine; 
But hid in vain, ev'n there, with ſearching eyes. 
Men mark their beauty, and their value prize. 
1 | | Yet 
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Vet not applauſe could taint thy humble mind, 

To thy own worth, as others frailties, blind; 

So dead to vanity, thy angel guard 

Here ceas'd their needleſs watch, nor danger fear'd. 
Gold's glitt'ring baits, which all mankind betray, 
Thou couldſt with undeſiring eyes ſurvey; 

Thy ſoul replete with virtue's ſacred ſtore, 

The world forgot, prefer'd no pray'r for more: 
Thus the rapt ſeraph, crown'd with heav'nly joys, 
Waſtes not a wiſh on all earth's ſlighted toys. 
Fond to commend, unknowing how to blame, 
Thy lips ne'er learn'd a harſher ſound to frame; 
The good with praiſe thy zealous tongue Een 


Silence was all thy cenſure of the reſt. 


Thy ſoul ſerene, in all events the ſame, 
Scarce felt a warmth that virtue's ſelf could blame; 
No guſt of ire diſturb'd her bleſt repoſe, 


Like Eaen's ſkies, where never tempeſt roſe : 


Reaſon triumphant,' and the paſſions chain'd, 

Unſhaken rule the victor mind maintain'd. 

Angel to bleſs and ſave ! what faithful ſtrain 
Can ſing thy goodneſs to the ſuff ring train? 


To all the joys of luxury unknown, 


Scarcely what nature's wants requir'd, thy own, 
The poor had all the reſt ; and till thy heart 
Gruog'd nature's real wants their ſlender part. 
Studious to ſoften ev'ry human ill, 

And all the wounds of adverſe fortune heal, 


Thy lib'ral hand dealt happineſs around, 


Nor indigence was near thy manſion fourd : 


While modeſty ſtill threw a veil between 


Thy deeds and praiſe : ſo angels bleſs infeen. | 
3 | O Eariy 
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O xarLy loſt, tho? length of days was thine ! 
Their friend, their parent muſt the poor reſign? 
Who now ſhall ſooth the ſinking heart to hope, 
And blend with lenient ſweets woe's bitter cup? 
Where ſhall the orphan's cry find pitying ears ? 
Into whoſe breaſt the widow pour her tears ? 
Where modeſt merit find the gen'rous friend, 
Prompt e'er ſhe ſues the lib'ral aid to lend! 
Whoſe zeal to bleſs ſhall ſervile taſks repeat, 

Bind the ſaints wounds, and waſh their wearied feet, 
Court worth in rags to ſhare her bounteous board, 
The ſervant of the ſervants of the Lord? 


Dear to thy God! while habitant on earth, 
Th' almighty goodneſs own'd thy favour'd worth, 
And bad thy life, to mingled woe unknown, 
A long-extended line of golden fate run on. | 
Thus ſome fair ſtream, that from a plenteous ſource 
Its riſe derives, maintains its happy courſe: 
No baſer wave its ſilver current blends, 
No ruffling ſtorm from angry heav'n deſcends ; 
But ſmooth and limpid, o'er the flow'ry plain 


It rolls its lengthen'd way, and ſeeks the diſtant main, 


Peace crown'd thy days, and the propitious ſkies 
White, like the reſt, bad thy laſt-hour ariſe, 
Wan ſickneſs, gloomy fear, the fury, pain, 
With ſcorpion ſcourge, and all death's direful train; 
That oft' around th' expiring good man's bed 
Terrific ſtand, and hell-born horrors ſhed, 
Rage to afflict thy mortal hour in vain, 
_ Heav'n's high beheſts th' unwilling fiends reftrain. 


Sudden, 
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Sudden, with ſcarce a pang, the vital chains 

Break the freed ſoul her native ſky regains. 

So falls ſome monarch oak, that flouriſh'd long 

With verdure beauteous, and with vigor ftrong ; 
Whoſe ſpreading arms ſtretch'd o'er the gladſome plain, 
Shade to the flock, and ſhelter to the ſwain: 

Not deſtin'd to the woes of long decay, 

While years on years roll ſad and flow away; 

At once the liſted ſteel his trunk aſſails, 

He falls, and ev'ry ſwain his loſs bewails. 


FAREWEL! if 'tis the muſe's boaſt to crown 
With deathleſs fame, and virtue meets renown ; 
While yonder orbs their meaſur'd dance purſue, 
The wiſe ſhall praiſe, the good ſhall copy yo. 
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On the death of Mrs. ROWE. 


0 ME, all ye wiſe, and and all ye virtuous, come, 
To pay due honours at this ſacred tomb! 

Preſs'd by this rude, unpoliſh'd marble lies 

What Ph1LoOMELA left beneath the ſkies. 

What tho' no artiſt's hand has mark'd the tone, 

And her fair form in breathing ſculpture ſhewn ; 

Her weeping friends no want of Phidias mourn, 

Nor wiſh the Parian buſt, or pompous urn: 


 Suffices his to ſhew, this earth can claim 


The ſacred reliques of ſo great a name. | 
| Nor 
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Nor need theſe lines in trite expreſſion praiſe 
The matchleſs beauties of her heav'nly lays ; 
Secure of fame, her own immortal ſong 
Speaks her the pride of the poetic throng. 
Fitter her virtuous uſe of verſe to ſhew, 

And what ſaints laud above, commend below. 


Too mean the taſk for thy immortal lays, 
To deek the infamous in pow'r with praiſe : 
His crimes diſguis'd, no cruel tyrant ſhines 
The father of his people in thy lines. . 
Not thine from virtue's ſacred paths t' entice, 
And add falſe beauties to the monſter vice; 
Not thine to bid religion's heav'nly rules 
Become the laughter of licentious fools: 
Thy ſtrains, fair ſaint, teach us, from error free, 
Like thee to live, and to be bleſt like thee. 


Tuou glory of thy ſex and age farewel! 
Thuy various virtues future bards ſhall tell; 
Men yet unborn thy mem'ry ſhall revere, 
And wet thy marble with a pious tear: 
No more to thee by mortals can be giv'n, 
This earth ſhall pay—the relt is left to Heay' n. 


Now: 17 37. 
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On the death of Mrs. EL13ABETH Rows. 


U CH honour'd ſhade ! while ſorrowing o'er 
thy urn, %o | 8 

The friend, the filter, and the ſaint I mourn, + 

O that my lays each tune ful grace could boaſt, 

Sweet as the ſtrains that wept Alexis lot; 

That while I figh thy fate, and fing thy name, 

My alter'd verſe might catch thy heav'nly. flame! 


Then with my theme my numbers ſhould agree, 


Inſpir'd by ev'ry muſe, and worthy thee. 


Fair ſhone thy form, how fitted to impart 
Joy to the eye, and paſhon to the heart! 
Yet was thy ſex's pride, to lure the gaze 
With radiant beauty, but thy ſmalleſt praiſe; _ 


Exalted goodneſs, and a ſoul divine, 


(Immortal charms by ſeraphs lov'd) were thine. 
So *midſt the blooming race the ſpring ſupplies, 


- 


Smiles ſome fait flow'r deck'd with diſtingujſh'd dyes ; 


Nor ſooths the fight with painted pride alone, 
But wond'rous virtues its gay honours crown; 


| Fotent to heal, the ſacred plant contains 
Balm for our wounds, and med'cine for our pains. 


 O xrav'r1TE of the nine? in whom conſpire 


The Sapphic ſweetneſs, and Pindaric fire, 


What various beauty decks thy happy ſong ! 
Soft as thy form, and as thy virtue ſtrong. 


Smooth 


Elegies on Mrs. Rows, xc 


Smooth as the ſliding ſtream, that o'er the plain, 
With ſtealing lapſe, rolls on his watry train; 
And ſoſtly murm'ring winds its gentle way, 
While vernal hours the temp'rate ſeaſon ſway : 
Yet ſtrong, as when the wintry tempeſts pour 
The guſhing rains t' augment the liquid ſtore ; 
When ſwoln to rage, it foams, and roars, and raves, 
And rolls reſiſtleſs violence of waves, 

* Burſts like a ſwelling ocean o'er the plain, 


And thund'ring pours along impetuous to the main, 


Wurxz Es thy Doric lays delight the grove 
With gen'rous friendſhip, or with guiltleſs love, 
O ſolitude ! how ſmiles thy calm retreat, 

The muſes haunt, and virtues beſt. lov'd ſeat ! 

Courts lure no more, the blaze of grandeur fades, 

And ev'ry heart ſighs for thy peaceful ſhades. 

If plaintive of Alexis early doom, 

We hear thee mourning o'er a huſband's tomb; 

Kind, wiſe, and good, ſnatch'd from thy widow'd arms 

In all the blooming pride of manly charme; 

What boſom bleeds not at thy moving ſtrains ? 

What eye the tributary tear refrains ? 

Or if thy muſe, warm'd with diviner flame, 

Scorn mortal themes, and fing th' Almighty's name, 

Taught by thy verſe celeſtial heights to ſoar, 
Earth leſſens to our view, and charms no more; 

Our raptur'd breaſts thy ſacred ardors ſhare, 

Heav'n all our hope, and virtue all our care : 

While wond'ring angels from the ſkies bend down, 

To hear the ſong they ſcarce would bluſh to own. 


O BORN 
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O Born to bleſs, adorn, and mend the age ! 
Thou dar'dſt for friendleſs piety engage. 
Yet too well-natur'd for ſatiric rhymes, 
Thy part to weep, not Jaſh licentious times) 
Thy gentle muſe /ambic rage declin'd, 
And choſe a taſk more ſuited to thy mind : 
Jo paint what woe to guilty joy ſucceeds, 
1 And fire the breaſt with love of godlike deeds : 
1 Woe alien to thy days, for ever true 
To piety, and promis d heay'n in view; 
But ev'ry godlike deed thy page diſplays, 
Shone in thy living worth with rival grace. 
| O happy work ! which ev'ry boſom charms, 
— 1 That wit allures, or ſacred virtue warms. 
| 


| 
14 


Tus libertine, who loſt in guilty joys, | 
Scorns Heav'n's juſt lore, and ſhuns the preacher's voice; 
[ Won by thy artful tales of gen'rous deeds, 
| | Shall feel the wiſh to emulate what he reads : 

No more by vice enſlav'd, th' unfetter'd youth, 

| Freed by thy hand ſhall find the paths of truth ; 

1 And form'd by thee, his better hopes ſhall riſe 
On virtue's ſolid baſe, and reach the ſkies. 


| 
| | So charm thy works ! whoſe laſting fame ſhall ſhed 
| 


Unblaſted laurels on thy honoured head; 

q | No vulgar boaſt ! yet nobler far the praiſe 

fl Of angel goodneſs than of angel lays: 

| Parnaſſiun wreaths with faded luſtre ſhine, 

| | While palms celeſtial round thy temples twine. 


| | | Recivs'y from all the world, and worldly care, 
1 Thy life's ſole bus'neſs charity and pray'r; 3 
| | | T ns Gold's 
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Gold's tempting charms ne'er gave thy breaſt to glow, 
Who knew no uſe of wealth, but to beſtow. 
The ſtore Heav'n lent thy lib'ral bounty ſpread, 
Cloath'd were the naked, and the famiſh'd fed; 
Sav'd by thy hand, the widow wip'd her eve, 
And orphans breafts forgot the frequent ga 
Parent to pity, patron to relieve, 
Merit ne'er mourn'd, while you had more to give. 


BE witneſs, O thou charitable door, 
Which ever op'd, receiv'd the crowding poor, 
That never ſuff ring virtue's weeping train 
Before thy threſhold breath'd their wants in vain ! 


Assist me, O celeſtial muſe, to paint 

The holy fervors of th' adoring faint ! 
Her hours of heav'nly converſe, pray'r and praiſe, 
(The largeſt, beſt-lov'd portion of her days) 
When proſtrate low ſhe pour'd her ſoul to God, 
All rapt to heav'n, and like a ſeraph glow'd——— 
But ceaſe, my lays, nor dare the ſubje& try, 

| Gueſs it, ye ſaints, if thought can reach ſo high! 


Ye miniſters of Heav'n, whoſe guardian grace 
Attends the good, witneſs her pray'r and praiſe ; 
Say, if from mortal tongue ye e er have known 
Pray 'ra more ſincere, or praiſe more like your own. 


TaosE joys, thou Virtue, only can beſtow, 
Crown'd with eternal peace her open brow ; 
The tranquil mind, from fav'ring Heav'n ſerene, 
' Tranſpierc'd her frame, and ſhone upon her mien: 


Such 
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Such ſweetneſs decks a ſmiling angel's face, 
Breathing around benevolence and grace. 


BI Es in thy life and genius! bleſt in death 
Allow'd without a pang to yield thy breath ; 
Unfelt the ſtroke, and ſpar'd the painful ſtrife 
Of nature, ſtruggling e'er ſhe parts with life: 

One hour in blooming health, the next, the ſkies 
Receive the ſaint to ever-during joys. 

Thy gracious God thus heard thy favour'd vows, 
And crown'd your virtue with the death you choſe. 
Such fate, if Heav'n approves, my pray'rs implore, 
Such be my life, and ſuch its lateſt hour! 
Bleſt hour! that ſhall returning peace decree, 

And bid this boſom bleed no more for thee. 


| Dear to the wiſe and good! but dear in vain ! 
Not Her TFoRD's tears recall the ſaint again. 


O friend! O ſiſter !' to this boſom dear 


By ev'ry name that prompts the ſigh ſincere, 
Torn from my longing hope, in thee I mourn 
Life's fondeſt joy ah! never to return ! 

No more theſe eyes on thy lov'd form ſhall gaze, 
Where more than beauty glow'd in ev'ry grace. 
No more, while envious ſhades unheeded riſe, 
And ſummer ſuns too ſoon forſake the ſkies, 

My raviſh'd ſoul ſhall hang upon thy voice, 
Imparadis'd in more than more than mortal joys. 


O with what tranſport did my liſt ning ear, 


Thy converſe, like an angel's rev'renc'd, hear! . 


While ſacred truths in ſofteſt accents fow'd, 


Breath'd Heay' n around, and rapt 1 my * to God, 


d ve 
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Ye hours of Heav'n (if aught beneath the ſkies 

Can boat reſemblance to celeſtial joys) | 
Why will your mem'ry wound my cortur'd thought? 
Ne'er to return, can ye be ne'er forgot? 

So fate ordains ] thro? future life to me, 


No joy ſhall ſmile ſincere from grief for thee. 


Yer not 1 abledes ſhall divide 
Thoſe virtuous hearts, which gen'rous friendſhip ty d. 
If following thee, my feet ſhall learn to tread 
That arduous way, from which you never ſtray'd, 
The path ſhall guide me to thy hleſt abode, 
And oh! perhaps, few ſteps remain untrod. 
There, tho' high thron'd, and to thy God more near, 
Sublime thou ſhin'ſt in thy exalted ſphere ; 
Yet may I, diſtant, on thy glories gaze, | 
And hear thee hymn. thy God in heav'nly lays : 
There (lower far my ſeat, my robe leſs white) 
Bliſs, tho 2 ſhall our x fouls unite., 


Yau, we ſhall meet axain, no more to > part | ! 
Hope at the ſound awakes, and ſooths my heart. 
Bleſt hope! that aids with ſtrengthen'd ſtep to tend 
O'er life's rough road, while Heaven and thou the end. 
Tho' ſunle in woe, rid Years of Ecknefo nts, 
J languiſh i in Ac of 1 Joy ſorlorn, A 
And thou art loſt; yet weleome ev'ry ill 
My life has felt, or fugine hours Gill feel, 
If virtue, weak like mine, may hope to ſhare 
Thy heav'n, and find the meaneſt manſion there. 


Man- 
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MEaNnTiMe, O ever- -honour'd ſhade, farewel! 
'Tis thine, in everlaſting joys to dwell; 
"Tis mine, the loſs of angel worth to ſigh, 
Ne'er to be found again beneath the 1 
Ah friend! how ſlow, how ſad ſhall roll the hours, 
Till Heav'n my ſoul to 0 thee and bliſs reſtores! 


April, 1737. 1 i n Rowe. 
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On the publication 'of Mrs. ROW E's 
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HUS PniIrouELA ag on earth dane, 
While cumb'rous clay the riſing ſoul reſtrain'd: 
Now the freed ſpirit, with th' angelic __ n 
In fields of light attunes th' immortal tyre, e. 
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[ | And hymns her God in ſtrains more ſoft, more ſtrong 5 
| There only could ſhe learn a loftier ſong. 
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The VISION. 


WAS in the cloſe receſſes of a ſhade, 
A ſhade for ſacred contemplation 
made; 


No beauteous branch, no plant, or 
| fragrant flow'r, 

But flouriſh'd near the fair, delicious bow'r; 

With charming Rate its lofty arches riſe 

Adorn'd with bloſſoms, as with ftars the ſkies; 

All pure and fragrant was the air I drew, 

Which winds thro' myrtle groves and orange blew ; 

Clear waves along with pleaſing murmur ruſh, 

And down the artful falls in noble cat'racts guſh. 


Twas 
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Tas here, within this happy place retir 
Harmonious pleaſures all my ſoul inſpir'd ; 
I take my lyre, and try each tuneful ſtring, 
Now war, now love, and beauty's force would ſing: 
To heav'nly ſubjects now, in ſerious lays, © 


1 ſtrive my faint, unſkilful voice to raiſe: 


But as I unreſolv d and doubtful lay, 

My cares in eaſy ſlumbers glide away; 

Nor with ſuch grateful ſleep, ſuch ſoothing reſt, 
And dreams like this, I e're before was bleſs'd ; 
No wild, uncouth chimera's intervene, 

To break the perfect intellectual ſcene. 


Tur place was all with heav' nly "Pr o'er- flown, 
And glorious with immortal ſplendor ſhone ; 
When! lo a bright ethereal youth drew near, 
Ineffable his motions and his air. 
A ſoft, beneficent, expreſsleſs grace, 


With life's moſt florid bloom adorn'd his face ; 


And long his radiant hair fell down behind, 


His lovely brows immortal laurels bind, "Iz 
His azure robes hung free, and waving to the wind. 


Angelic his addreſs, his tuneful voice 


Inſpir'd a thouſand elevating joys: 
When thus the wond'rous youth his flence broke, E 
And with an accent all celeſtial ſpoke. 


To Heav'n, nor longer pauſe, devote thy ſongs, 
To Heav'n the muſe's ſacred art belongs; 


Let his unbounded glory be thy theme, 


Who fills th' eternal regions with his fame; 
And when death's fatal ſleep ſhall cloſe thine eyes, 
In triumph we'll attend thee tO the ſkies ; 
We'n 


e' 
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We'll crown thee there with everlaſting bays, 


And-teach thee all our celebrated lays. 
This ſpoke, the ſhining viſion upward flies, 
And darts as lightning thro! the cleaving ſkies. 


AY 20S BESS 
S 
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The beginning of the fourth Book of 


Tasso's JERUSALEM tranſlated. 


'U T while to bring about-their great intent, 
The Chriſtian army all their vigour — * 
The potent enemy of human kind, e 


Revolv'd their happy progreſs in his mind. 


Half ſtifled murmurs ſnow his inward care, 


His baleful eyes with helliſh envy glare, { 


And hollow groans betray his deep deſpair : | 
With ſuch a heavy, hoarſe, and bellowing ſound, 


Wild bulls, when ſtung with grief, they trace the 


ground, 
Fill all the groves, and all the in. 
Collecting all the rage within his breaſt, 
For means the active Chriſtians to moleſt. 
Fool! to believe with any force or {kill, 
T' oppoſe the methods of th' eternal will; 
And thoſe avenging thunders to awake, 
That plung'd him headlong down the flaming lake. 


| Regardleſs of that. memorable day, 


He ſummons now the ſtates of hell away.. 
Thro' all the climes of endleſs darkneſs-round, 
The jarring calls of the hoarſe trumpet ſound ; 
B 2 -Þ rembled 
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| Trembled'the wide infernal caves again, 
fl And long the murm'ring air retain'd the ſullen ſtrain. 
Not half ſo dreadful in a ſtormy wreck, 
From louring clouds the noiſy thunders break; 
14 | Nor vapours cloſe impriſon'd in the earth, 
| With ſach wild rumour give themſelves a birth. 
1 In various troops, the gloomy deities 
| Together came, that ſhare the valt abyſs; 
Unnumber'd forms, and monſtrous all appear, 
And deadly terror in their looks they wear ; 
With horrid ſnaky treſſes ſome were-crown'd, 
| Some ſtamp'd with brutal hoofs the burning ground Z 
11 Others more curſt a human viſage find, ö 


| But ſcaly ſerpents end below, and wind 

In circling folds prodigious lengths behind : 
And many a lewd, deteſted Happy there, 
Centaurs, and Sphinx's hideous forms appear : 
Hydra, and Python, hiſſing thro' the gloom, 
With Gorgon here, and barking Scy//a, come: 
Giants and ghaſtly ſhapes that want a name, 
And fierce Chimera ſpitting angry flame; 
And many a fiend and frightful monſter more, 

With wild confuſion crowd the lofty door. 
Great Lucifer the regal ſeat commands, 

Shaking a ruſty ſcepter in his hands: 

Nor Alpine hill, nor ſome exalted rock, 

That proudly ſtands the raging ocean's ſhock, 

Nor half ſo tall th' Atlantic mount appears; 

So vaſt his bulk, ſo high his tow'ring front he rears. 

A horrid majeſty ſurrounds his face, 

Its terror, pride and growing rage increaſe. 
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His red'ning eyes like fatal comets glare, 

And ſhoot malignant venom thro! the air: 

Beneath his breaſt deſcends a loathſome beard, 

His mouth a deep polluted gulf appear'd ; 

Whence iſſue ſulphur, ſmoke, and pois'nous ſteams, 

With mutt'ring thunder, and deſtructive flames. 

He ſpake ; all hell aſtoniſh'd at the noiſe 

Stood mute, grim Cerberus reſtrains his voice; 

Crcytus ſtops, the ſnakes to hiſs forbear, 

While thro' the ſounding deep theſe dreadful words we 
hear, 


InFERNAL Gods, worthy the thrones of light, 
And monarchies of heav'n, your native right, 
Whom from the realms of bliſs, your ancient lot, | 
'The juſt, the glorious cauſe for which we fought, 5 
With me to this opprobrious dungeon brought. 
Other ſucceſs, ev'n he that rules the ſkies, 
Expected from our noble enterprize: 
But unmoleſted now he reigns above, 
And us from thence as conquer'd rebels drove. 
From a ſerene, and everlaſting day, | 
From ſtars, and from the ſun's delightſome ray ; 
To ſhades, and endleſs horrors we retire, 
Nor dare again to thoſe gay climes aſpire. 
But I th' effects of all his wrath diſdain, | 
Till one curſt thought exaſperates my pain; 
That racking thought I never can ſuſtain: 
I could with joy in heav'n reſign my place, 
But rage to ſee it fill'd with man's degen'rate race ; 
To ſee vile duſt exalted to ſupply 
Our once illuſtrious ſtations in the ſky ; 


B 3 And 
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And what diſtracts me more 

As all too little to our mighty foe 

Appear'd, that he for worthlefs man could do; 
The ruin'd wretches forfeiture to pay, 

He gave to death his darling ſon a prey; 
Victorious o'er the meagre king, in ſtate 

He proudly enters the infernal gate; 

Within my gloomy confines dar'd to tread, 
And here in ſcorn his ſhining banners ſpread. 
Millions of captive fouls, our deſtin'd prey, 


He led triumphant from the ſhades away : 


And, what my diſcontent and pain renews, 
The ancient enterprize he ſtill purſues ; 
And while we idly here conſume the day, 
To him the Aſian empire drops away, 

And falfe Judæa ſhortly owns his ſway : 


Loud hymns in ev'ry language to his name 


They fing, and ſpread around the world his fame. 
Inſerib'd in braſs, and laſting marble, they 

His glory down to future times convey. 

To him alone devoted flames ariſe, 

And vows, and od'rous incenſe mount the ſkies. 
No blazing fire upon our altar ſhines, 
NegleCted ſtand our temples, and our ſhrines: 
No more with gifts they crowd our rich abodes, 
Nor fall before us as aſſiſting Gods. 

Empty of human ſouls our regions grow, 

While all the roads of hell unpeopled ſhow : 


And can we tamely ſuffer this? And reſts 


No ſpark of ancient vigour in your breaſts? 
Have you forgot when in bright arms we ſhone, 
Engag'd with heav'n, and ſhook his lofty throne ? 
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Our native vigour, our immortal flame, 

And ardent thirſt of glory, is the ſame. 
But why, you dear companions of my woe, 
In pleaſing miſchief are you grown ſo ſlow ? 
Loſt here in floth and darkneſs we remain, 
While new allies the proſp'rous Chriſtians gain : 
Haſte then, with all the rage of hell aſſail 

Our dreaded foes, by arts or force prevail; 

In all their ſolemn councils raiſe diſſent, 
Ungrounded Jealouſies, and diſcontent: 

Let ſome the ſlaves of ſhameful paſſions prove, 
Plurg'd in the foft, licentious joys of love; 
And others treach'rouſly the cauſe decline, 
Confound their army, fink the curſt deſign, 
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On the CREATION. 

OR yet the crude materials of the earth, 
Were form'd; nor time, nor motion yet had 

birth: Pon ” 
Nor yet one ſolitary ſpark of light 
Glar'd thro! the duſky ſhades of ancient night; 
Nor on the barren waſtes of endleſs ſpace, 
As yet were circumſcrib'd the bounds of place: 10 
When at th' Almighty's word, from nothing ſprings 1 
The firſt confus'd original of things. 
Whatever now the heav'ns wide arms embrace, 
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Together then lay blended in a maſs; | 
The dull, the active, the refin'd, and baſe, 
| | B 4 The 
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The cold, the hot, the temp'rate, moiſt and dry, 
All mingled in profound diſorder lie ; 


In one prodigious undiſtinguiſh'd heap, 


Th' extremeſt contraries of nature ſleep : 
Nor yet the ſprightly ſeeds of fire aſcend, 
Nor downwards yet the pond'rous atoms tend. 


A monſtrous face the new creation wears, 


And void of order, form, and light, appears 3 
Till the Almighty fat, once again 
Pronounc'd, did motion to each. part ordain, 
Awoke the tender principles of life, 

And urg'd the growing elemental ſtrife, 

And now confuſions infinite ariſe, 

From nature's moſt remote antipathies: 

But while againſt their furious oppoſites, 


Each hoſtile atom all its force unites, 


Their own lov'd ſpecies, thro' the formleſs mak, 
With am'rons zeal officiouſly they trace, - 1 Os 


And join, and mingle in a ſtriẽt — 


The lively ſhining particles of light, 

On dazzling wings attempt their nimble flight. 
The fine tranſparent air, with mighty force, 
Thro' fix'd and fluid, upward takes its courſe. 
The groſſer ſeeds with heavy motion preſs, 

And meeting in the midſt, the central parts poſleſs ; 
While the united waves, without controul, 
About the flimy ſurface proudly roll, 

Till an imperial word their force divides, 

And to! the deep by ſmooth degrees ſubſides ; 
And lo! the riſing ſtately mountains leave I 
Their ouzy beds; and lo! the valleys cleave, { 
The congregated waters to receive: 


| And 


nd 


* 
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And down the ſinleing billows calmly go: x 
Part to the ſubterranean caves below, g 
And part around the hills in circling currents flow. 
And now the ſlimy, foft-fermented earth, 

Prepar'd to give her various ſpecies birth, 

Obedient to the voice, produces all 

Her boundleſs ſtores at her Creators call. 

A fudden ſpring at his command aroſe, 

And various plants their verdant tops diſcloſe ; 

The teeming ground to riſing groves gives way, 

Which leaves and bloſſoms inſtantly diſplay, 5 
And every branch with tempting fruit looks gay. 

When he again, whoſe active word fulfill'd 

Exactly all the mighty things he will'd, 

Commands, and ſtrait the heav'nly arches rife, 

And kindling glories brighten all the ſkies. 

A ſudden day with gaudy luſtre gilds 

Th' expanded air, the new-made ſtreams, and fields ; 
Ten thouſand ſprightly dazzling lights advance, 

And trembling rays in the wide ether dance : 


The ſun, beyond them all immenſe and gay, 


Aſſumes the bright dominion of the day ; 
And whirling up the ſkies with rapid force, 
Along the radiant zone begins his deſtin'd courſe. 


AN p now another efficacious word, | 
The air, and earth, and wat'ry region ſtor'd: 
The num'rous vehicles for breath prepar'd, 
The mighty ſummons of their Maker heard 


And from the boſom of their native clay 


Sprung into life, and caught the vital ray. 


B 5 Millions 
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Millions of footed creatures range the woods, 
Millions with fins divide the cryſtal floods ; 
Millions beſides, with wanton liberty, 

On painted wings riſe ſinging to the ſæy. 


After the brighteſt model in his mind, 
With care the great Artificer deſign'd: 
Peyond his other works, complete and fair, 
He form'd with ev'ry grace the lovely pair, 
Adorn'd with beauty, crown'd with dignity, 
Immortal, god-like, rational, and free : 
Serene impreſſions of a ſtamp divine, 
Upon their matchleſs faces clearly ſhine : 
In deep ſuſpence, and at themſelves amaz'd, 
With curious eyes they on each other gaz d; 
"Themſelves, and all the fair creation round 
Survey, and ſtill freſh cauſe of wonder found. 


B v 1 laſt of all, two of a nobler kind, ; 


Fox now, in their primeval luſtre gay, 
The earth and heav'ns their utmoſt pride diſplay. 
The blazing ſun from his meridian height, 

Thro* an unclouded ſky darts round his flaming light. 

Tae field*, the floods, and all th * air, 

In open day look raviſhingly fair. 

The bright carnation, and the fragrant roſe, 

'I'heir beauties freſh with heav'nly dew diſcloſe. 
Ihe noble amaranths ſhow their purple dye, 

Splendid, as that which paints the morning ſky, 

'Ten thouſand od'rous flow'rs of various hue, 

In ev'ry ſhade and plain ſpontaneous grew ; 

Ind down the ſmooth deſcent of verdant hills, 

From matble fountains guſh a thouſand rills 
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Thro' many a pleaſant ſhade they murm'ring go, 
And mingle with the larger ſtreams below, c 
Which thro” the flow'ry valleys ſoftly flow; 

And all along their lovely ſpacious banks, 

Immortal trees are plac'd in equal ranks, 

Whoſe charming ſhades might God himſelf delight, 

And angels from their heav'nly bow'rs invite. 

Here gentle breezes, from their fragrant wings, 

Shed all the odours of a thouſand ſprings : 

Harmonious birds among the branches ſing, 

And all the groves with chearful echoes ring. 


HAI L mighty Maker of the univerſe! 
My ſong ſhall ſtill thy glorious deeds rehearſe : 
Thy praiſe, whatever ſubject others chuſe, 
Shall be the lofty theme of my aſpiring muſe. 


Lovs and FRIENDSHIP: 
A 
PASTORAL. 


AMARYLLIS. © 
HILE from the ſkies the ruddy ſun deſcends ; 
And riſing night the ev'ning ſhade extends : 
While pearly dews o'erſpread the fruitful field; 
And cloſing flowers reviving odours yield; 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading trees, recite | 
What from our hearts our muſes may indite. 
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Nor need we, in this cloſe retitement, fear, 
Leaſt any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 


811714. 
To ev'ry ſhepherd T would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme: 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip prove ; 
And, while its pure and ſacred fire I ſing, 
Chaſte goddeſs of the groves, thy ſuccour bring. 


AMARYLLIS. 


ProratTiOns god of love, my breaſt infpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleaſing fire: 
Propitious god of love, thy ſuecour bring; 

Whilſt I thy darling, thy Alexis ſing, 
Alexis, as the op'ning bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 
For him each virgin ſighs,” and on the plains 
The happy youth above each rival reigns ; 
With ſuch an air, and ſuch a graceful mien, 
No ſhepherd dances on the flow'ry green: 
Nor to the echoing groves, and whiſp'ring ſprings, 
In ſweeter ſtrains the tuneful Conon ſings; 
When loud applauſes fill the crowded groves, 
And Phecebus the ſuperior ſong approves. 


TEIN 
BEAUTEZ Os Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy ſhades of night. 
When ſhe is near, all anxious trouble flies; 
And our reviving hearts confeſs her eyes. 


bd 
Young 


* . | 
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Young love, and blooming joy, and gay deſires, 
In ev'ry breaft the beauteous nymph inſpires : 

But on the plain when ſhe no more appears, 
The plain a dark and gloomy proſpect wears. 
In vain the ſtreams roll on; the eaſtern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees. 

In vain the birds begin their ev'ning ſong, 

And to the filent night their notes prolong : 

Nor groves, nor cryſtal ſtreams, nor verdant field 
Can wonted pleaſure in her abſence yield. 


4MARYLLIS. 
ALEXIS abſent, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray ; 
All day to the repeating caves complain, 
In mournful accents, and a dying ftrain. 
Dear, lovely youth ! I cry to all around : 
Dear, lovely youth! the flatt'ring vales reſound. ,_ 


STLF 4X 
Ox flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm'ring ſtream, 
Aminta is my muſe's ſofteſt theme: 
'Tis ſhe that does my artful notes refine, 
And with her name my nobleſt verſe ſhall ſhine, 


AMARYLULIS. 
T'L 1 twine freſh garlands for Alexis“ brows, 
And conſecrate to him my ſofteſt vows : 
The charming youth ſhall my Apollo prove; 
Adorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. 


A 
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To the AUTHOR of hy gte 


PAS TO RAI. 


By Mr. PRIOR. 


Y Sylvia, if thy charming ſelf be meant; 
Tf friendſhip be thy virgin vows extent ; 
O! let me in Aninta's praiſes join; 
Her's my eſteem ſhall be, my paſſion thine. 
| When for thy head the garland I prepare; 
A ſecond wreath ſhall bind Aminta's hair: 
And when my choiceſt ſongs thy worth proclaim ; 
Alternate verſe ſhall bleſs Aminta's name: 
My heart ſhall own the juſtice of her cauſe; 
And love himſelf ſubmit to friendſhip's laws. 


Bur, if beneath thy numbers ſoft diſguiſe, 
Some favour'd ſwain, ſome true Alixis lies; 

If Amaryllis breathes thy ſecret pains ; | 
And thy fond heart beats meaſure to thy ſtrains : 
May'ſt thou, howe'er I grieve, for ever find 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind: 

May Venus long exert her happy pow'r, 
And make thy beauty, like thy verſe, enduse: 

May ev'ry God his friendly aid afford; 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bleſs thy board. 


Bur, if by chance the ſeries of thy joys 
Permit one thovght leſs chearful to ariſe ; 


Piteous 


— 
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Piteous transfer it to the mournful ſwain, 

Who loving much, who not belov'd again, 
Feels an ill-fated paſſion's laſt exceſs ; 

And dies in woe, that thou may'ft live in peace. 


In praiſe of MEMORY. Inſcrib'd to the 
Honourable the Lady Worst Ly. 


DEST gift that heav'ns indulgence cou'd beſtow ! 
To thee our ſureſt happineſs we owe. 
Thou all the flying pleaſures doſt reſtore, 
Which, but for thee, bleſt Mem'ry, were no more : 
For we no ſooner graſp ſome frail delight, 
But ready for its everlaſting flight, 
E'er we can call the haſty bliſs our own, 
If not retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 


Tu o u to the fond ſucceſsful lover's heart 
A thouſand melting raptures doſt impart ; 
When, yet more lovely than herſelf, and kind, 
Thou bring'ſt his fancy'd miſtreſs to his mind; 
The flatt'ring image wears a livelier grace, 

A ſofter mien, and more inticing face. 


Tuo v from the flying minutes doſt retrieve 
The joys, Clorinda's wit and humour give ; 
Thoſe joys that I had once poſſeſs' d in vain, 
Did not the dear remembrance ſtill remain: 
She 
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She ſpeaks, methinks, and all my ſoul inſpires, 
Brightens each thought, and gives my muſe new fires; 
"Tis ſhe that lends my daring fancy wings, 

Softens my lyre, aud tunes its warbling ſtrings. 


Tu ou only to the guilty art ſevere, 
Who the review of their paſt actions fear ; 
But to the innocent and virtuous mind, 
Art ſtill propitious, ſmiling ſtill, and kind. 
Io thee we all thoſe charming pleaſures owe, Ds 
The pleaſures that from gen'rous actions flow, | 
And — are ſtill the nobleſt we Pens below. 
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ET fragrant eaſtern breezes round thee play, 
And op'ning bloſſoms ſtill adorn thy way; 
Let bubbling fountains murmer to thy ſleep, 
And Pan himſelf the while protect thy ſheep; 
Thy wanton herds thro' verdant paſtures ſtray, 
Paſtures like thee, all flouriſhing and gay. 
And when with guiltleſs ſports the rival ſwaine, 
For rural glory ſtrive upon the plains, 
Still, young Alexis, may the prize be thine, 
And on thy brows the faireſt garland ſhine. 
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41LEMXIS. | 
Un rab ix c wreaths may'ſt thou, Myrtilla, gain, 
And deathleſs honours by thy verſe obtain; 
May ſuch ſmooth numbers warble from thy tongue, 
As late the ſkilful Melibœus ſung. 


: MTRYITILLH, 

No ſuch ambitious aim my mind purſues ; 
Tis love, O charming youth! inſpires my muſe : 
Could I but pleaſe thee with my artleſs lays, 
J proudly ſhould neglect all other praiſe ; 
Would'ſt thou be grateful, ev'ry grove, and ſtream, 
And hill, and lawn, ſhould echo with thy name ; 
Eeach rock, each winding cavern and retreat, 
The ſoft, inchanting accents ſhou'd repeat: 
And if my muſe immortal fame could give, 
Thy name in deathleſs numbers ſhould ſurvive. 


 ALENTS. 
SECURE of fame, he needs no further crave, 
Who ſuch a laſting monument may have : 
But oh! his glory ne'er can be improv'd, 
Who by the bright Lycoris has been lov'd. 


MYRTILLI A. 

'Fonp youth, in yonder ſolitary ſhade, 
I ſaw Narciſſus with the peijur'd maid ; 
A thouſand tender things ſhe look'd, and ſaid ; 
Her raviſh'd eyes upon his beauty fed; 
With flow'rs his graceful flowing hair the dreſt, 
And ev'ry ſmile her ſecret flame confeſt, 


FLEAXTS. 
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AL EXTS. 
Wuaar paſs'd before I ſaw my lovely fair, 
Deſerves not now my jealouſy or care: 
Had I at firſt the fickle beauty known, 
She had been conſtant then, and all my own. 


A deſcription of the inchanted palace and 

garden of ARMIDA; hither two 
knights from the chriſtian camp were 
come in ſearch of R1iNALDo. 


Tranſlated from the beginning of the ſixteenth 
Book of TasSo's JERUSALEM, 


H E palace in a circling figure roſe, 

Its lofty bounds a ſylvan ſcene incloſe ; 
Expanded there a beauteous garden lay, _ 
Where never fading flow'rs their pride diſplay, 
A thouſand Demons kept their lodgings round, 5 
Whoſe arts with endleſs labyrinths confound 6 
Each paſſage to the fair inchanted ground. 

A hundred gates adorn the ſtately place, 
The chief of which the heroes wond'ring paſs: 
The folding doors on golden hinges turn, 
With poliſh'd gold the radiant pillars burn; 
But all the dazzling precious metal's coſt, 

Was in the rich, unvalu'd ſculpture loſt, 


The 
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The figures which the ſpacious portals grace, 
With human motion ſeem to leave their place ; 


Th* inimitable artiſt had deſign'd, 

- And life in all their looks and geſtures ſhin'd. 

Nor ſpeech was wanting, fancy that ſupplies ; 

They breathe and ſpeak, while each conſults his eyes. 


In ev'ry viſage, an expreſſive mind { | 


Tux ſtory firſt with Hercules begins; 
With virgins ſeated here, he tamely ſpins: 
The god like man, who hell's ſtrong paſſage gain'd, 
And heav'n, and all its rolling orbs ſuſtain'd, 
A ſpindle wields, and with foft tales beguiles 
The flying hours; fond Love ſtands by, and ſmiles ; 
His uſeleſs club the fair Joe holds, 
The lion's rugged ſkin her tender limbs infolds. 


REMO E from this, a ſea its ſurges rears, 
Hoary with foam the azure field appears ; 
Two warlike fleets advance on either ſide, 
And o'er the waves with equal terror ride: 
The flaſhes which from brandiſh'd weapons came, 
With dreadful ſplendor all the deep inflame. 
Confpicuous far the bright Egyptian queen, 
Urging the fierce encounter on is ſeen : 
Antonius here conducts the eaſtern kings, 
The mighty Romans there illuſtrious Cz/ar brings. 
As when two floating iſles amidſt the main, 
Puſh'd on by winds, each other's ſhock ſuſtain, 
And mountains claſh with mountains on the wat'ry 

plain; 7 
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With ſuch a force the hoſtile fleets ingage, 

Their thund'ring chiefs oppos'd with equal rage ; 
While javelins, darts, and flaming torches fly, 
And foreign ſpoils above the waters lie. 

To Ce/ar now the victory inclines, 


She flies, nor would the fond Antonius ſtay, 
But madly left the ſcarce decided day, 

And threw the empire of the word away. 
Nor touch'd with fear, nor conquer'd by bis foes, 
Th' unhappy man the doubtful field forgoes, 
But by his love betray'd ; yet gen'rous ſhame 
And martial honour oft his thoughts. reclaim : 
And now he wou'd the fainting fight renew, 
And now the charming fugitive purſue ; 
With her inglorious to the ſhore he flies, 
Ard careleſs there, and loſt in pleaſure lies; 


| Abandon'd looſely to her fatal charms, 
| Reſolves to ſoften fate in Cleopatra's arms. 


Tu E champions all theſe coſtly wonders view, 


| Ard thro' the palace now their courſe purſue: 


As wild Meauder winds along his ſhores, 
Now ſinks, and now his filver wave reſtores ; 


Now to the ocean runs in various ways, 


And backward now in wanton motion plays ; 
Such crooked paths, ſuch labyrinths they paſs, 
As they the dubious ſtructure's windings trace; 
And thro' th' uncertain maze they till had err'd, 
But the wiſe 1agus? ſcheme their paſſage clear'd ; 
Whence diſengag'd, before their raviſh'd eyes 
The beauteous garden's pleaſant proſpect lies; 
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The ſhining lakes, and moving cryſtal here, 
'The flow'rs, and various plants at once appear; 
At once a ſhady vale, and ſunny hill, 

And groves, and moſly caves the landſcape fill; 
At once itſelf the charming ſcene reveals, 

And all its wiſe eontriver's art conceals : 

Nor art does copying nature here appear, 

But ſportive nature imitating her. 

The air was mild, and calm the morning breeze, 
Which breath'd eternal verdure on the trees; 
The trees their branches proudly here diſplay, 
With full ripe fruits, and purple bloſſoms gay; 
Beneath one ſpreading leaf, a bending twig 
Preſents the immature, and rip'ning fig: 
Depending on a loaded branch are ſeen 

The gold, the bluſhing apple, and the green: 
The lofty vines their various cluſters ſhow; 
Ungrateful thoſe, while theſe with Nectar flow: 
The joyful birds beneath the happy ſhade, 

in guided parts a tuneful concert mace. 


The whiſp'ring winds, and waters murm'ring fall, 


With trembling cadence ſoftly anſwer'd all: 
Now ceas'd the birds, the winds and waters high, 
In warbling ſounds return the harmony; 

But falling, now the birds reſume their part, 
Yet ſcarce this order ſeems th' effect of art: 
But one with gaudy plumes, among the reſt, 
And purple bill, ſuperior {kill expreſt; 

Now imitating human words begun, 

The ſweet, the fhnll, the melting note her own: 
The wing'd muſicians all ſtood mute to hear, 
The winds ſuſpend their murmurs in the air, 


And 
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And liſt'ning ſtaid while ſhe her ſong recites, 
Which in alluring trains to love invites: 

Her part perform'd, the feather'd chorus round, 
Thro' all the groves their glad aſſent reſound. 
The penſive doves in ſighs their pain reveal, 
The whiſp'ring trees a paſſion ſeem to feel: 
The floods, the fields, and lightſome air above, 
Confeſs the flame, and gently breathe out love. 


Unconqver'sp yet the ſtedfaſt knights remain 
And all the tempting baits of vice diſdain ; 
But now retir'd beneath a pleaſant ſhade, 

The lovers at a diftance they ſurvey'd : 
Armida ſeated on the flow'rs they find, 

And in her lap Rinaldo's head reclin'd ; 
Inſpiring love, and languiſhing her air, 
Unbound and curling to the winds her hair: 
Her careleſs robes flow with an am'rous grace, 
And roſy bluſhes paint her lovely face. 
Fix'd on her charms he fed his wanton fires, 
And feeding till increas'd his fierce deſires; 
Plung'd in licentious pleaſures thus he lay, 
And melts his lite ingloriouſly away. 


Ar certain times Armida to her cells 
Retires to practiſe her myſterious ſpells : 
The hour was come, ſhe ſighs a ſoft adien, 
And from his arms unwillingly withdrew. 
| In glitt'ring armour ruſhing from the wood, 
b Before him ſtrait the pious heroes ſtood. 
| As the fierce ſteed, for juſts and battel bred, 
Now uſeleſs grown, with herds in paſtures fed, 


5 | Ranges 
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Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free 

From former toils; if arms he chance to ſee, 
Or hears from far the trumpet's ſprightly ſounds, 
He neighs aloud, and breaks the flow'ry bounds ; 
Longs on his back to feel the hardy knight, 
Meaſure the liſts, and meet the promis'd fight. 
Their fight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm'd, 
Recall'd his honour, and his courage warm'd; 

Its long inglorious ſleep his virtue broke, 

And martial ardor ſparkled in his look. 

When with a friendly ſcorn Value held 

Before the youth his adamantine fhield ; 
Surpriz'd he meets his own reflection there, 

His gaudy robes hung looſe, his flowing hair, 5 
Clouds with the rich perſume, and ſweetens all the air. 
A bright, but uſeleſs ſword adorns his fide; 
Afham'd he views this nice fantaſtic pride, 

And, like a man that Jong in idle dreams 

Has lain, deluded to himſelf. he ſeems: 

Enrag'd, the hateful object now he flies, 

Confus'd and filent dewnward bends his eyes, 
Half wiſh'd the cleaving ground might open wide, 
Or overwhelming ſeas his ſhame would hide. 
Ubtalds ſees the time, and thus begun: 


Wur rs fame, while ſo much glory may be won, 
While 4/a,. while all Europe are in arme, 
And ſhake the univerſe with loud alarm: ; 
Bertolab's ſon alone, exempt from fear, 
Remains a woman's noble champion here. 
What lethargy, what fatal ſpells controul 
Thy vig'reus honour, and unman thy ſoul ? 


Come 
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Come on! the camp, and mighty Godfrey ſend, 
Fortune and victory thy ſword attend; | 
The deſtin'd hero thou the doubtful war to end: 
Conclude the conqueſt o'er thy pagan foes, 

What might can wy reſiſtleſs arm 8 ? 


SPEECHLESSs he ſtood; and now a decent ſhame, 
And now a gen'rous pride, his looks inflame : 
He rends the badges of his lewd diſgrace, 
And flies with horror the deteſted place. 
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Jew: ALEM, 


Taſcrib'd to the Right Honourable the Lach 
Viſcounteſs WEYMOUTH. 


RAINTA, by the centinels ſurpriz'd, 

Fled all the night, in burniſh'd arms diſguis'd ; 
And all the day thro” pathleſs woods ſhe ſtray'd, 
Of ev'ry whiſp'ring breath of wind afraid: 

But now the ſun his ſhining progreſs ends, 

Deſerts the ſkies, and to the ſea deſcends ; 

The nymph arrives where wealthy Jordan flows, 

And on his flow'ry borders ſeeks repoſe ; 

Soft ſleep, that wiſh'd relief to mortals brings, 
Spreads o'er the beauteous maid his downy wings; 
| But 


2t 
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But reſtleſs love his empire ſtill maintains, 


And o'er her dreams in airy triumph reigns. 

At laſt the birds ſalute the riſing light, 

And wanton winds the roſy morn invite; 

They curl the ſtreams and dance along the waves, 
Glide thro' the woods, and whiſper in the leaves : 


Each painted bloſſom opens to the day, 


With them, Erminia's eyes their charms diſplay : 
With penſive looks, the proſpect round ſhe view'd, 
The ſhepherds tents, and rural ſolitude ; 

Each ruffling noiie awakes her former fears, 
Till thro' the boughs a tuneful note ſhe hears : 
The fields and floods the chearful ſound retain, 
And ſportive echoes mock the jovial ſwain ; 
Who careleſs near the banks of Jordan ſate, 

Nor fear'd the ſtars, nor curs'd relentleſs fate 
Pleas'd with his honeſt art, he baſkets wove ; 
Three ſprightly boys to imitate him ſtrove. 
The princeſs nearer drew, with wild aftright 
The children fled the unaccuſtom'd ſight, 

Till the bright helmet from her head ſhe too!:, 
Reveal'd a female face, and modeſt look; 

The golden treſſes o'er her ſhoulders fell, 

And all their fears her charming eyes diſpel: 

Her face no more a martial terror boaſts, 

When thus the wond'ring ſhepherd ſhe accoſts. 


Tunic E happy man! the gods peculiar care 


Protects thee from the waſteful rage of war : 


I come not here to offer hoſtile wrongs, 
To interrupt thy, labours, or thy ſongs; 


Vor. I. 
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ä — —— —wỗ —- — — 4 - - 
* — — * - — —— — <o. — a * 


— — — — 


— Bow 


———ů  reIRg 
— Et 
— — — 8 


— — 


3. . 
_—_— CY 


| 


1 
? 


—— 
— — 


26 PorMs on ſeveral occaſions. 


But by what methods haſt thou found defence 
Againſt the ſword's impartial violence; 


While claſhing arms, and the ſhrill trumpet's ſound, 


With endleſs jars perplex the regions round ? 


My humble ſtate, fair maid, the ſwain replies, 


Beneath the turns of changing fortune lies: 
While lightning blaſts the mountain's lofty brow, 
The humble valley ſmiles ſecure below. 

From all the tumults, which diſtra& the great, 
We live exempt in this obſcure retreat ; 

The gods themſelves the rural life approve, 
And kindly guard the innocence they love : 

In groves we ſleep, from ſpoil and rapine free, 
Content with little, bleſt in poverty. 

This life (which yet ambitious men deſpiſe) 
Before a court's licentious joys, I prize: 

Nor pride, nor ſordid avarice, moleſt 

The ſoft tranquility within my breaſt. 
Unartful meats ſupply my frugal board, 

And drink the pure, untainted ſprings afford: 
No poiſons thro' their channels are convey'd, 
Nor are we here in golden cups betray'd : 
'Theſe youths, my ſons, to labour us'd, like me, 
Attend my flocks with chearful induſtry. 

Nor think theſe ſhades can no delights afford; 


With various harmleſs beaſts the woods are ſtor'd, 


Among the boughs melodious birds reſide, 

And fcaly fiſh along the rivers glide. 

Fer other motives did my youth engage, | 
And wild ambition fir'd my blooming age ; 
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I ſcorn'd the peaſant's care and humble toils, 
And left my native ſhores, for foreign ſoils; 
And in th* Egyętian eourt my ſuit preferr'd : 
My ſuit the condeſcending noble heard. 
The royal gardens ſoon were made my care; 
J learn'd the fatal ſnares of greatneſs there, 
Its impious methods, and unconſtant ſtate ; 
But learn'd, alas! the dear miſtake too late: 
My prime was paſt, my airy wiſhes croſs'd, 
And all my dreams of riſing fortune loſt, 
With weeping eyes, the country ſcenes I view'd, 
And bleſs'd my once inglorious ſolitude ; 
The ſmooth tranquility, the gay content, 
In which my former happy days were ſpent. 
Reſolv'd again thoſe pleafures to purſue, 
With juſt remorſe, I bid the court adieu. 
The day was doubly fortunate for me, 
Which ſet me from its gaudy bondage free, 


His wiſe diſcourſe th' attentive princeſs pleas'd. 
And half the tempeſt of her ſoul appeas'd : 
She now reſolves to try, far from the ſtrife 
Of factiòus courts, an unambitious life, 
She paus'd then thus, with gentle words, began 
T' addreſs the hoary venerable man. 


Ix, by the diſappointments thou haſt prov'd, 
Thy kind relief, and pity may be mov'd, 
Conduct me to ſome hoſpitable cell, 

And let me in theſe calm receſſes dwell : 
There quiet ſhades, perhaps, will eaſe my grief, 
And give my reſtleſs paſſions ſome relief. 
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By thy example taught, I ſhall grow wiſe; 

With that, a tear grac'd her prevailing eyes: 

Some pitying drops the careful ſhepherd ſhed, 

And to his cottage the fair ſtranger led. | 

A father's kind indulgence fills his breaſt ; 

His wife, with joy, receives the royal gueſt ; 

Who now her nodding helmet lays aſide, 

Her gilded arms, and ornamental pride ; 

Then in a ſylvan dreſs, the graceful maid, 

All negligent, her decent limbs array'd; 

But nothing ruſtic in her careleſs mien, 

The princeſs ſtill thro? all diſguiſe was ſeen : 

Majeſtic beauty lighten'd in her face, 

She mov'd, and ſpoke, with an unvulgar grace; 

And air of grandeur, not to be ſuppreſs'd, 

Her noble mind and high deſcent confeſs'd. 

Vet to the fold her bleating flocks ſhe drove, 

And with her native delicacy ſtrove: 

Sometimes along the freſh enamel'd meads, 

Her .harmleſs charge, with gentle pace ſhe leads; 

And, oft beneath ſome laurel's ſhade reclin'd, 

With Tancred's name, ſhe wounds the tender rind: 

Each tree that flouriſh'd in the conſcious grove, 

The records bore of her ſucceſsleſs love. 

And when the tragic ſtory ſhe review'd, 

The ſad deſcription all her grief renew'd; 

With love-and melting ſorrow in her eyes, 

Ye verdant plants, the penſive charmer cries, 

Ve pines, and ſpreading laurels, as ye grow, 

Retain the deep inſcriptions of my woe; 

Some wretched maid, undone by love, like me, 
Shall mourn my injur'd faith, and partial deſtiny. 


UT 


Purſues a nobler fate in military arms. 


— 
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Bu T if my charming hero here ſhould ſtray, 
As grant, ye bleſt propitious powers, he may ! 
And wand'ring, find in ev'ry ſhade his name, 
My ſecret care, and undiſcover'd flame, 

Long after death has clos'd my wretched eyes, 


And in the grave this mortal relique lies ; 


Some tender ſigh, ſome grateful tear may prove 
The late ſucceſs of my unblemiſh'd love. 

My hov'ring ghoſt, pleas'd with that ſoft return, 
The rigour of my fate no more ſhould mourn. 


Wiru theſe complaints, ſhe ſooths her fond deſires. 
And vainly to the fields and ſhades retires ; 
The fields and ſhades indulge her fatal fires : 

While Tancred, yet a ſtranger to her charms, | 
Among the toils of war, and fierce alarms, f 
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HY MN I. 


I 
HE glorious armies of the ſky 
To thee, O mighty King ! 
Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And hallelvjahs ſing, 


C42 II. But 
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IT. 
But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee; 
How diſtarit then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be! 
| HI. 
Yet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
When to my raviſh'd ſenſe 
Each creature in its various ways 


Diſplays thy excellence ? 
IV. 


The active lights that ſhine above, 


In their eternal dance, | 
Reveal their (kilful Maker's praiſe, 
With filent elegance. 
5 V. 
The bluſhes of the morn confeſs 
That thou art much more fair: 


When in the aſt its beams revive 


To gild the fields of air ; 


VI. 
The fragrant, the refreſhing breath 
Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 
In balmy whiſpers owns from thee 
Its pleaſing odours come. 


VII. 
The ſinging birds, the warbling winds, 
And waters murm' ring fall, 
To praiſe the firſt almighty Cauſe 
With diff rent voices call. 


VII. Thy 
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VIII. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 
And ſhall I ſilent be? 
No, rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing thee. 


* 


HYMN II. 


I. 
E GIN the high celeſtial ſtrain, 
My raviſh'd foul, and ſing 
A ſolemn hymn of grateful praiſe 
To heav'n's almighty King. 
| II. 
Ye curling fountains, as you roll 
Your filver waves along, 
Whiſper to all your verdant ſhores 
The ſubject of my ſong. 
III. 
Retain it long, you echoing rocks, 
he ſacred ſound retain, 
And from your hollow winding caves 
Return it oft again. ll 
IV. [| 
Bear it, ye winds, on all your wings | 
To diſtant climes away, 
And round the wide-extended world 
My lofty theme convey. 
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1 5 
Take the glad burthen of his name, 
Ye clouds, as you ariſe, 
Whether to deck the golden morn, 
Or ſhade the ev'ning ſkies, 
. 5 * 
Let harmleſs thunders roll along 
The {mooth ethereal plain, 
And anſwer from the cryſtal vau!t 
To ev'ry flying ftrain, 
3 
Long let it warble round the ſpheres, 
And echo thro” the ſky, 
Till angels with immortal {kill 
Improve the harmony. 
VIII. 
While I with ſacred rapture fir'd, 
The bleſt Creator ſing 
And warble conſecrated lays: 
To heaven's almighty King. 


HymMN n.. 


T. 
HO didft, O mighty God, exiſt 
E'er time begun its race, 
Before the ample elements | 
Fill'd up the voids of ſpace. 


IT. Before 


re 
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| H. | 

Before the pond'rous earthly globe 

In fluid air was ſtay'd, 


Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 


Their liquid ſtores diſplay'd : 
ut.” 
E'er thro the gloom of ancient night 
The ſtreaks of light appear'd; 
Before the high celeſtial arch, 
Or ſtarry poles were rear'd ; 


IV. 


Before the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuneful round begun, 


Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 


Were meaſur'd by the ſun: 


ms 
E'er thro' the empyrean courts 
One hallelujah rung, | 
Or to their harps the ſons of light 
Ecſtatic anthems ſung : 


e 
Eier men ador'd, or angels knew, 

Or prais'd thy wondrous name; 
Thy bliſs (O ſacred ſpring of life!) 
And glory was the ſame. 

l 
And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wreck; 


CF VIII, When 
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VIII. | 
When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 
The aſtoniſh'd fun roll back, 


| While all the trembling ſtarry lamps 


Their ancient courſe forſake : 
IX. 
For ever permanent and fix d, 
From agitation free, 
Unchang'd in everlaſting years 
Shall thy exiſtence be. 


e 


Hymn IV. 


J. 2 
O thee, my God, Thourly figh, 
But not for golden ſtores; 


Nor covet I the brighteſt gems. 


On the rich eaſtern-ſhores. 
— 
Nor that deluding empty joy, 
Men call a mighty name; 
Nor greatneſs in its gayeſt pride, 
My reſtleſs thoughts inflame. 
IIT. 


Nor pleaſure's ſoft enticing charms 


My fond defires allure : | 
For greater things than-theſe from thee 
My wiſhes wou'd. ſecure. 
IV. Thoſe 


A 
ole 
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In vain the birds with chearful ſongs 
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IV. 


Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles 


That brighten heav'n above, 
The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 


3 5 


Theſe are the mighty things J crave; 
O! make theſe bleſſings mine, 


And I the glories of the world 
Contentedly reſign. 


Hy MN V. 
I. 


| 1 N vain the duſky night retires, 


And ſullen ſhadows fly: 
In vain the morn with purple light 
Adorns the eaſtern ſky. 


II. 


In vain the - gaudy rifing ſun 


The wide horizon gilds, 


Comes glitt'ring o'er the ſilver ſtreams, 


And chears the dewy fields, 
In vain, diſpenſing vernal ſweets, 
The morning breezes play ; ; 


Salute the new- born ay; ; 
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IV. | 
In vain! unleſs my Saviour's face 
Theſe gloomy clouds controul, 
And diſſipate the ſullen ſhades 
That preſs my drooping ſoul. 
O! viſit then thy ſervant, Lord, 
With favour from on high; 
| Ariſe, my bright, immortal ſun ! 
And all theſe ſhades will die. 
When, when, mall { behold thy e 
All radiant and ſerene, 
Without theſe envious duſky clouds 
That make a veil between ? 


VII. 
When ſhall that long expected day 
- Of ſacred viſion 8 
| When my impatient ſoul ſhall make 
A * to thee ? 
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3 

ND art thou mine, my deareſt Lord? 
Then I have all, nor ly 
The boldeſt wiſhes [ can form * 

Unto a pitch more high. 


II. Yes, 
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II. 
Yes, thou art mine, the contract's ſeal'd 
With thine own precious blood ; 
And ev'n almighty pow'rs engag'd 
Jo ſee it all made good. 
IIT. 
My fears diſſolve: for oh! what more 
Could ſtudious bounty do? 
What farther mighty proofs are left 
 Unbounded love to ſhew ? 


LY 
My faith's confirm'd, nor wou'd I quit 
My title to thy love, 
For all the valu'd things below, 
Or ſhining things above. 
V. 
Nor at the proſp'rous ſinner's ſtate 
Do I at all repine; 
No, let 'em. parcel out the earth, 
While heav'n and thou art mine, 
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In imitation of an Italian PAS TO RAI. 
ME NAL CAS. 
Y OME mighty things theſe awful ſigns portend! 
| Amaz'd we ſee new ſtars the ſkies aſcend ; 
A thouſand ſtrange uſurping lights appear, 
| And dart their ſudden glories thro' the ir, 
3 e e 
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A dazzling day, without the ſun, returns, 
And thro' the midnight's duſky horror burns. 


| ALE MCN. 

Anv, in the depth of winter, ſpring appears, 
For lo! the ground a ſudden verdure wears; 
The op'ning flow'rs diſplay their gaudieſt dye, 
And ſeem with all the ſammer's pride to vie. 


URANIO. 
Nox without myſt'ry are theſe Joys that roll 
In torrents thro' my now prophetic ſoul, 
And ſoftly whiſper to my raviſh'd breaſt, 
That more than all the tribes the race of Judab's bleit. 


MENALCAS. 

Br ſee the eaſtern ſkies diſcloſe a light 
Beyond the noontide's flaming glories bright ; 
This way its courſe the ſacred viſion bends, 
| And with much ſtate and ſolemn pomp deſcends. 
| Sonorous voices echo from a far, | 
And ſoftly warble thro? the trembling air: 

The circling ſpheres the charming ſound prolong, 

And anſwer all the cadence of their ſong : 

And now the facred harmony draws near, 

And now a thouſand heav'nly forms appear. 


| 
| 
= | ANGELS. 
| IMmmorTAL glory give to God on high, 
| Thro' all the lofty ſtations of the ſky ; 
Let joy on earth, and endleſs peace enſue, 
The great Meſſiah's born, thrice happy men to you. 
| 
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URANIO. 

Tu x great Meſſiah born! tranſporting ſound! 
To the wide world ſpread the bleſt accents round: 
What joy theſe long expected tidings bring? 

To us is born a Saviour and a King. 


ANGELS. 
A infant in a virgin's arms he lies, 
Who rides the winds, and thunders thro' the ſkies; 
The God to whom the flaming ſeraphs bow, 
Deſcends to lead the life of mortals now. 


ME NAL CAS. 
— Surprizing power of love! | 
 Ev'n God himſelf thy mighty force does prove; { 
Thou rul'ſt the world below, and ns all above. 


PALEMON. 
You ſhining meſſengers, be farther kind, 
And tell us where the wondrous child to find. 


ANGELS. 
Vo ux glad conductors to the place we'll be, 
Eager as you this myſtie thing to ſee. 


URANIO. i 
Som preſent to the infant king let's bear, | 
For zeal ſhou'd always liberal appear. 


 4NEFLS. 
Come on, we'll lead you to the poor abode, 
Where in a manger lies th' incarnate God; 


Reduc'd 
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Reduc'd among the ſordid beaſts to reſt, 

Who all the ſpacious realms of light poſſeſs'd ; 
And he whoſe humble miniſters we were, 
Becomes a tender virgin's helpleſs care. 

Thro' heav'n, but now, the haſty tidings rung, 
And anthems on the wond'rous theme they ſung. 


PALEM ON. 
Bur to what happy maid of human race 
Has heav'n allotted this peculiar grace? 


NG FE. 

Ye echoing ſkies, repeat Maria's name; 
Maria thro' the ſtarry worlds proclaim: 
In her bright face celeſtial graces ſnine, 
Her mind's enrich'd with treaſures all divine, 5 5 
From David's royal houſe deſcends her noble line. 
But fee the humble ſeat, the poor abode, 
That holds the virgin with the infant God. 


MENALCAS. 

Tux, virgin-born, thus proſtrate, I adore, 
And offer here the choice of all. my ſtore, 
Untill'd the earth ſhall now vaſt harveſts yield, 
And laughing plenty crown the open field. 
Clear rivers in the deſarts ſhall be ſeen, 
And barren waſtes cloath'd in eternal green. 
Inſtead of thorns, the ſtately fir ſhall riſe, 
And wave his lofty head amidſt the ſkies ; 

Where thiſtles once, ſhall fragrant myrtles grow, 
The beauteous roſe on ev'ry buſh ſhall glow, 
And from the purple grape rich wines, unpreſs'd, 
ihall flow. i FE 

PAL EMON. 
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PALS MON 
GREAT ſtar of Jacob, that ſo bright doſt riſe, 
Turn, lovely infant, thy auſpicious eyes ; 
This ſoft and ſpotleſs wool to thee I bring, j 
My earlieſt tribute to the new-born king. . 


With thee each ſacred virtue takes its birth, 
And peace and juſtice now ſhail rule the earth, 


'Thou ſhalt the bliſs of paradiſe reſtore, 
And wars and tumults ſhall be heard no more. 


The wolf and lamb ſhall now together ſeed, 
And with the ox the lion's ſayage breed. 

The child ſhall with the harmleſs ſerpent play, 
And lead, unhurt, the gentle beaſt away. 

And where the ſun aſcends the ſhining eaſt, 
And where he ends his journey in the weſt, 
Thy glorious name ſhall be ador'd and bleſt. 


| URANIO. | 

Tu E hope of Iſael, hail with humble zeal 
To thee, unqueſkion'd Son of God, I kneel : 
All hail to thee! of whom the prophets old 
Such mighty things to our forefathers told. 
Thy kingdom ſhall from ſea to ſea extend, 
And reach the ſpacious world's remoteſt end. 
The ſpicy iſle, and Saba's wealthy king, 
To the from far ſhall coſtly preſents bring. 
Thy ſteadfaſt throne ſhall ſtand for ever faſt, 
And thy dominion time itſelf out-laſt. 


Tu is gentle lamb, the beſt my flocks afford, 
bring an off ring to all nature's Lord. 


ANGELS 
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Ax p we, the regents of the ſpheres, thus low 
Before mankind's illuſtrious Saviour bow : 
Aſtoniſh'd, in an infant's form we ſee 
Diſguis'd th' ineffable Divinity; 

Who arm'd with thunder, on the fields of light 
O'ercame the potent ſeraphim in fight. 

Thus humbled—O unbounded force of love! 

Subdu'd by that, from all the joys above, 
Thou cam'ſt the wretched life of man to prove. 

And thus our ruin'd numbers wilt ſurply, 

And fill the deſolations of the ky. 


Of ALE AE REESE RA, c 
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HYMN en HEAVEN. 
14 IL, facred. "REY plac'd on high! 
Seat of th' Almighty King, 
What thought can graſp thy boundleſs bliſs? 
What tongue thy glories ſing? 
1 
Thy cryſtal tow'rs and palaces 
Magnificently riſe, | 
And dart their beauteous luſtre round 
The empyrean ſkies. 
III. 
The voice of triumph in thy ſtreets, 
And acclamations ſound: 
Gay banquets in thy ſplendid courts, 
And nuptial joys abound. 


IV. Bright 
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IV. 
Bright ſmiles on ev'ry face appear, 
Rapture in ev'ry eye; 
From ev'ry mouth glad anthems flow, 
And charming harmony. 
V. 
Illuſtrious day for ever there 
Streams from the face divine; 
No pale-fac'd moon e'er glimmers forth, | 
Nor ſtars, nor ſun decline. 


VI. 


No {corching heats, no piercing colds, 
The changing ſeaſons bring; 

But o'er the fields mild breezes there 
Breathe an eternal ſpring. 


VII. 
The flow'rs with laſting beauty ſhiae, 
And deck the ſmiling ground; 5 
While flowing ſtreams of pleaſure all 
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Come, my Beloved, let us go forth into 


the fields, let us lodge in the villages. 
Cant. vil. 11. 


; 
HOU object of my bigheſt bliſs, 
And of my deareſt love, 
Come, let us from this tireſome world, 
And all its cares remove. 


II. Among 
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| 7 5 
Among the murm'ring cryſtal ſtreams, 
The groves, and ſlow'ry fields, 
Let's try the calm and filent joys 
That bleſ retirement yields. 


III. 
There, ſar from all the buſy world, 
To thee alone I'll live, 
And taſte more pleaſure in thy ſmiles 
Than all things elſe can give. 
IV. 
My pure deſires, and holy vows, 
Shall centre all in thee; 
While ev'ry hour to ſacred love 
Shall conſecrated be. 


15 NY 


HY NX. 


I. 
3 EFORE the roſy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, I'll ſing ; 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre ! 
Awake, each charming ſtring ! 
IT. 
Awake! and let thy flowing ſtrain 
Glide through the midnight air, 
While high amidſt her ſilent orb 
The ſilver moon rolls clear, 


III. While 
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III. 
While all the glitt'ring ſtarry lamps 
Are lighted in the ſky, 


And ſet their Maker's greatneſs forth 


To thy admiring eye: 
IV. 


While watchful angels round the Jaſt 


As nightly guardians wait, 
In lofty ſtrains of grateful praiſe 
Thy ſpirit elevate. 
. 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre! 
Awake each charming ſtring! 
Before the roſy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, T'll ſing. 


VI. 
Thou round the heav'nly arch doſt draw 
A dark and ſable veil, 
And all the beauties of the world 
From mortal eyes conccal. 
VII. 
Again, the ſky with golden beams 
Thy ſkilful hands adorn, 
And paint, with chearful ſplendor gay, 
The fair aſcending morn. 


VIII. 
And as the gloomy night returns, 
Or ſmiling day renews, 
Thy conſtant goodneſs ſtill my ſoul 
With benefits purſues. 


IX. 


45 


For 


In vain its blooming manſion did invite ; 


With tempting calls in vain its flight would ſtay, 
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IX. 
For this I'll midnight vows to thee, 
With early incenſe bring ; 
And e'er the roſy dawn of day, 
Thy lofty praiſes ſing. 
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A DIALO GV E between the Fallen 
ANGELS, and a Human SPIRIT 
juſt entred into the other world, 


F I. 


ONG ſtruggling in the agonies of death, 
With horror I reſign'd my mortal breath : 
With horror long the fatal gulph I view'd, 
And ſniv'ring on its utmoſt edges ſtood ; 
Till forc'd to take th' inevitable leap, 
I hurry'd headlong down the gloomy ſteep: 
And here of every hope bereft, I find 


Myſelf a naked, an vabody'd mind. 


My lov'd, my fond officious friends in vain, 
My fleeting ſoul endeavour'd to retain ; 


Grandeur, and wealth, and love, and ſoft delight, 


— — [ G 


When forc'd by the ſevere decree away. 
Tis paſt——and all like a thin viſion gone, 
For which I have my wretched foul undone ; 


And 


And 
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Ard wand'ring on this dark, deteſted ſhore, 
My eyes ſhall view the upper light no more. 


Fallen ANGELS. 
THEN welcome to the regions of deſpair ! 
Thy rain coſt us much deſign and care, 
And thou had'ſt ſcap'd, but for one happy ſnare ; 


And in the bliſsful ſkies ſapply'd the place 


Of ſome fall'n ſpirit of our nobler race: 


Thou coul'd the thirſt of wine or wealth controul, 


And no malicious ſin has ftain'd thy ſoul; 
But for the joys of one forbidden love 


Faſt loſt the boundleſs ecſtaſies above. 


Human S PIR I T. 


Amp all was freely, freely all was loſt; 
How dear has one ſhort dream of pleaſure coſt ! 
But yet this fatal, this inchanting dream, 

I ſhould, perhaps, beyond ev'n heav'n eſteem, 
Were it as permanent: but, ah! 'tis gone, 
And I a wretch abandon'd and undone, 
Of God, of every ſmiling hope, am left, 


And all my dear delights on earth bereft; | 


While here for gilded roofs, and painted bow'rs, 
For pleaſant walks, and beds of fragrant flow'r:, 
I find polluted dens, and pitchy ſtreams, 

And burning paths, with beds of raging flames 3 
Inſtead of muſic's ſweet inſpiring ſound, 
Repeated yells, and endleſs groans go round; 


And for the lovely faces of my friends, 
I meet the ghaſtly viſages of fiends; 
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A thou 
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A thouſand nameleſs terrors are behind, 
Deſpair, confuſion, fury, ſeize my mind : 
But will my griefs no happy period find? 


— 


| Fallen ANGELS. 
Cour all the twinkling glories of the ſky, 

Count all the drops that in the ocean lie; 

Of all the earthly globe the atoms count, 
Eternal years thy numbers ſtill ſurmount. 
Millions of tedious ling'ring ages gone, 

Thy miſery, thy hell, is but begun. 

As fix'd, as permanent, thy. bliſs had been, 
But for one darling, one beloved ſin ; 

Cold to the baits of any other vice, | 
Beauty alone could thy fond thoughts entice; 
By this, (or all our ſtratagems had fail'd,) 

By this we o'er thy temp'rate youth prevail'd. 
Poor, fottiſh ſoul ! below our envy now, 

For what a toy didſt thou a heaven forego? 


my I» w4* wt 2 


Human $S PIRTT. 
O TELL me not from what fair hopes I fell! 
Jail miſſing heaven, but aggravates my hell. 


g C1 


Fallen A NG ELS. 
Tu ov know'ſt not what thou'ſt loſt, but we too 
well 8 | | 
The glories of that happy place can tell. 
There endleſs heights of ecſtacy they prove, 
There's laſting beauty and immortal love, 
There flowing pleaſures in full torrents roll; 
For pleaſures form'd, this loſs muſt rack thy ſoul. 


Humar 
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Porms on : ſeveral oceaf ons. 49 


Human SPIRIT. 
Wir how much cruel art you aggravate 
My miſery's iatolerable weight? 


Falln ANGELS. 
Ov x envy once, thou'rt now become our ſcorn, 
In vain for thee the Son of God was, born ; 
That mighty favour, that peculiar grace, 
Too glorious for the fall'n angelic race, 
Serves only to exaſperate thy doom, 
And ive th' infernal ſhades a darker gloom. 


Human SPIRI T. | 
Out that's the wounding circumſtance of all, 
To lower depths of woe I cannot fall: 
Ye curſt tormentors, now your rage is ſpent, 
Your fury can no further hell invent ; 
A Saviour's title, a Redeemer's blood, 
Their worth, till now, 1 little underſtood. 


FF 
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A deſcription of HELL. 
In imitation of M11Ton. 


EEP, to unfathomable ſpaces deep, 
Deſcend the dark, deteſted paths of hell, 
The gulphs of execration and deſpair, | 
Of pain, and rage, and pure unmingled woe; 
The realms of endleſs death, and ſeats of night, 
Uninterrupted night, which ſees no dawn, 


Vor. I. = Prodigious 
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Prodigious darkneſs! which receives no light, 
But from the ſickly blaze of ſulph'rous flames, 
That caſt a pale and dead reflection round, 
Diſcloſing all the deſolate abyſs, 


Dreadful beyond what human thought can "EY 


Bounded with circling ſeas of liquid fire : 


Aloft the blazing billows curl their heads, 
And form a roar along the direful ſtrand ; 
While ruddy cat'racts from on high deſcend, 
And urge the fiery ocean's ſtormy rage. 
Impending horrors o'er the region frown, 
And weighty ruin threatens from on high; 
Inevitable ſnares, and fatal pits, 

And gulphs of deep perdition, wait below ; 
Whence iſſue long, remedyleſs complaints, 
With endleſs groans, and everlaſting yells. 
Legions of ghaſtly fiends (prodigious ſight !) 
Fly all confus'd acroſs the fickly air, 

And roaring horrid, ſhake the vaſt extent. 
Pale, meagre ſpectres wander all around, 


And penſive ſhades, and black deformed ghoſts : 


With impious fury ſome aloud blaſpheme, 
And wildly ſtaring upwards, curſe the ſkies ; 
While ſome, with gloomy terror in their looks, 


Trembling all over, downward caſt their eyes, 


And tell, in hollow groans, their deep deſpair. 


Con VINC'D by fatal proofs, the atheiſt he 
Yields to the ſharp tormenting evidence; 
And of an infinite eternal Mind, 


At laſt the challeng'd demonſtration meets. 


re 
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Tu x libertine his folly here laments, 
His blind extravagance, that made him ſell 
Unfading bliſs, and everlaſting crowns, 
Immortal tranſports, and celeſtial feaſts, 
For the ſhort pleaſure of a ſordid fin, 

For one fleet moment's deſpicable joy. 

Too late, all loſt, for ever loſt! he ſees 
The envy'd ſaints triumphing from afar, 

And angels baſking in the ſmiles of God. 
But oh! that all was for a trifle loſt, 

Gives to his bleeding foul perpetual wounds. 


| THe wanton beauty, whoſe bewitching arts 
Have drawn ten thouſand wretched ſouls to hell, 
Depriv'd of ev'ry blandiſhment and charm, 
All black, and horrid, ſeeks the darkeſt ſhades, 
To ſhun the fury of revengeful ghoſts, 
That with vindictive curſes {till purſue 
The author of their miſerable fate, 
Who from the paths of life ſeduc'd their fouls, 
And led them down to theſe accurſt abodes. 


Tu x fool that ſold his heav'n for gilded clay, 
The ſcorn of all the damn'd, ev'n here laments 
His ſordid heaps ; which {till to purchaſe, he 
A ſecond time would forfeit all above; 

Nor covets fields of light, nor ſtarry wreaths, 
Nor angels ſongs, nor pure unmingled bliſs, 
But for his darling treaſures ſtill repines ; 
Which from afar, to aggravate his doom, 
He ſees ſome thoughtleſs prodigal conſume. 
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BEYOND them all, a miſerable hell 
The execrable perſecutor finds ; 
No ſpirit howls among the ſhades below 
More damn'd, more fierce, nor more a fiend than he. 
Aloud he heav'n and holineſs blaſphemes, 
While all his enmity to good appears, 
His enmity to good; once falſly call'd 
Religious warmth, and charitable zeal. 
On high, beyond th' unpaſſable abyſs, 
| To aggravate his righteous doom, he views 
The bliſsful realms, and there the ſchiſmatic, 
The viſionary, the deluded ſaint, 
By him ſo often hated, wrong'd, and ſcorn'd, 
So often curs'd, and damn'd, and baniſh'd thence ; 
He ſees him there poſſeſs'd of all that heav'n, 
Thoſe glories, thoſe immortal joys, which he, 
The orthodox, unerring catholic, 
The mighty fav'rite, and ele& of God, 
With all his miſchievous, . converting arts, 5 
His killing charity, and burning zeal, 
His pompous creeds, and boaſted faith, has loſt. 
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CEP RN P RN LED CINE s Ge Ges 
On HE A v E N. 


HAT glorious things of thee, O glorious place 
Shall my bold muſe in daring numbers ſpeak * ? 
While to immortal ſtrains I tune my lyre, 
And warbling imitate angelic airs : 


While 7 bears up my foul aloft, 


And 
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And lively faith gives me a diſtant glimpſe 
Of glories unreveal'd to human eyes. 


Vr ſtarry manſions, hail ! my native ſkics! 
Here in my happy, pre exiſtent ſtate, 
A ſpotleſs mind) I led the life of gods. 
But paſſing, I ſalute you, and advance 
To yonder brighter realm's allow'd acceſs. 


Hai, ſplendid city of th' Almighty King! 
Celeſtial Salem, ſituate above; 
Magnificent thy proſpect, and auguſt 
Thy walls ſublime, thy tow'rs and palaces 
Illuſtrious far with orient gems appear. 
There regent angels, crown'd with ſtars, command; 
High in the midſt, the awful throne of God 
Aſcends the utmoſt empyrean arch, 
The heav'n of heavens ; where in conceiveleſs light, 
Such as infinity alone can prove, 
He enjoys th' extremeſt bounds of happineſs, 
And was in perfect bleſſedneſs the ſame, 
F'er any thing exiſted but himſelf; 
E'er time, or place, or motion, had a name, 
Before the ſpheres began their tuneful round, 
Or through the air the ſun had ſpread his beams ; 
E'er at his feet the flaming ſeraphs bow'd, 
And caſt their ſhining growns before his throne ; 
E'er ſmiling angels tun'd their golden harps, 
Or ſung one hallelujah to his praiſe. 
But mighty love, which moy'd him to create, 
Still moves him to communicate his bliſs. 
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Os PEAR] you happy ſpirits that ſurround 
His dazzling throne, for you alone can tell ; 
For you alone thoſe raptures can deſcribe, 
And ſtem th' impetuous floods of joy that rife 

Within your breaſts, when all unveil'd, you view © 5 
The wonders of the beatific ſiglit: ; 
When from the bright unclouded face of God 


You drink full draughts of bliſs and endleſs love, 


. 

And plunge yourſelves in life's immortal fount ; | | 

The ſpring of joy, which from his dazzling throne 
In endleſs currents ſmoothly glides away, 
| Thro' all the verdant fields of paradiſe ; | 
| Thro' balmy groves, where on their flow'ry banks, | 
To murm'ring waters, and ſoft-whiſp'ring winds, . 

Fair ſpirits in melodious concert join, | 

And ſweetly warble their heroic loves. | „ 


For love makes half their heav'n, and kindles here | \ 
New flames, and ardent life in ev'ry breaſt ; | 
While active pleaſure lightens in their eyes, 
And ſparkling beauty ſhines on every face: 
Their ſpotleſs minds, all pure and exquiſite, \ 
The nobleſt heights of love prepar d to act, 
In everlaſting [ympathies unite, | 5 | 
And melt, in flowing joys, eternity away. G 


To thoſe bleft ſhades, and amarantine bow'rs, 
When dazzled with th? unſufferable beams 
That iflue from the open face of God, 

For umbrage many a ſeraphim reſorts: 

Nor longer here o'er their bright faces claſp 
Their gorgeous wings, which open wide, diſplay 
More radiance than adorns the chearfal ſun, 
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When firſt he from the roſy eaſt looks out: 
Gentle as love, their looks ſerene as — 9 
Blooming and gay as everlaſting ſprings. 


Bur oh! when in the lofty bliſsful bow'rs, 
With heav'nly ſkill, to the harmonious lyre, 

The clear, the ſweet, the melting voice they join; 
The vales of heav'n rejoice, and echoing loud, 
Redouble ev'ry charming cloſe again; 

While trembling winds upon their fragrant wings 
Bear far the ſoft, melodious ſounds away; 

The ſilver ſtreams their winding journeys ſtay, 
Suſpend their murmurs, and attend the ſong; 
The laughing fields new flow'rs and verdure wear, 
And all the trees of life bloom out afreſh. 

The num'rous ſuns which gild the realms of joy, 
Dance in their lightſome ſpheres, and brighter day 
Thro!' all th* interminable ether dart; 

While to the great unutterable Name, 

All glory they aſcribe in lofty ſtrains, 

In trains expreſsleſs by a mortal tongue. 

O happy regions! O tranſporting place ! 

With what regret I turn my loathing eyes 

To yonder earthly globe, my duſky ſeat! 

But, ah! I muſt return; no more allow'd 

To breathe the calm, the ſoft, celeſtial air, 

And view the myſtic wonders of the ſkies. 
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SERAPHIC LOVE. 
H OU beauty's vaſt abyis, abſtract of all 
My thoughts can lovely, great, or ſplendid call; 
To thee in heav'nly flames, and pure deſires, 
My raviſh'd ſoul impatiently aſpires. 

"IT, 
With admiration, praiſe, and endlefs love, 
Thou fill'ſt the wide reſplendent worlds above; 
And none can rival, or with thee compare, 
Of all the bright intelligences there, 
3 l III. 
What vapours then, what ſhort-liv'd glories be 
The faireſt idols of our ſenſe to thee ? 
Before the ſtreaming ſplendor of thine eye, 
The languid beauties fall away, and die. 
I, e 
Farewel then, all you flat delights of ſenſe ! 
I'm charm'd with a ſublimer excellence, 
To whom all mortal beauty's but a ray, 
A ſcatter'd drop of his o'erflowing day. 
| A | 

How firongly thou my panting heart doſt move 
With all the holy eeſtaſies of love! 
In theſe ſweet flames let me expire, and ſee 
Unveil'd the brightneſs of thy deity. - 


VI. Ob: 
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VI. 
Oh! let me die! for there's no earthly bliſs 
My thoughts can ever reliſh after this; 
No, deareſt Lord, there's nothing here below, 
Without thy ſmiles, to pleaſe, or ſatisfy me now. 


The tranſlation of EL I IAR. 


H IS lecture to the fad young prophets done, 
And laſt adieus, the rev'rend ſeer goes on, 
Obedient as the ſacred inſtin& guides, 

And now advanc'd to Jordan's verdant ſides ; 

Elijab, with his great ſucceſſor ſtood, 

And gave a fignal to the paſſing flood ; 

Th' obſequious waters ſtay, for well they know 
What to his high authority they owe. 

While wave on wave, with filent awe, crowds back, 
To leave a clean, and ſpacious ſandy track, 


Behind 'em ſoon the cryſtal ridges cloſe, 

No more revers'd, the troubled current flows. 
Then forward ſtill they went, diſcourſing high 
Of heav'nly bliſs, and immortality, 

When from a cloud breaks like the purple dawn, 
By fiery ſteeds a fiery chariot drawn ; 

A glitt'ring convoy ſwift as that deſcends, 

And in an inſtant parts th' embracing friends; 
To the bright car conduQts the man of God, 
And mounts again the ſteep ethereal road. 


Elijah on with his companion goes, 
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The paſſing triumph lightens all the air 
With ruddy luftre, than high noon more fair, 


And paints the clouds, than evening beams more gay, 
Thro' which, with wond'rous ſpeed, they cnt their way. 


Now lofty piles of thunder, hail, and ſnow, 

Th' artillery of heav'n, they leave below; 

Below the glimm'ring moon's pale regency 

They leave, and now more free aſcend the ſky. 

Breathipg again immortal air, nor here 

Reſent the preſſure of the atmoſphere. 

By holy ecſtaſies, and flames intenſe, 

Here purg'd from all the dregs of mortal ſenſe ; 

With heav'oly luſtre, eminently gay, 

Elijah, wond'ring, does himſelf ſurvey ; 

All o'er ſurveys himſelf, and then the ſkies, 

While new ſtupendous objects meet his eyes. 
With his new being pleas'd, thus, the firſt man, 

As juſt to live and reaſon he began, 


On hills, and valleys, groves and fountains, gad, 


With ſkies and light thus raviſh'd, thus amaz d. 
But now the utmoſt firmament they cleave, 

And all the ſtarry worlds behind them leave; 
Hark, angels fing! of light appear new ſtreaks ! 
Celeſtial day, with gaudy ſplendor breaks! 
On heaven's rick ſolid azure now they tread 
The bliſsful paths that to God's prefence lead; 
While to the new inhabitant all the way 


Loud welcomes, on their harps, his guardians play : 


A thouſand joyful ſpirits crowd to meet 
The glorious ſaint, and his arrival greet. 
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A DIALOGUE Between the Sour, 1 
RicHes, FAME, and PLEASURE. || if 


RICHES. 

ELUDED mortal, turn and view my ſtore, 
While all my glitt'ring treaſures I explore. 1 
The gold of both the Indian worlds is mine, 
And gems that in the eaſtern quarries ſhine. 

For me advent'rous men attempt the main, 

And all the fury of its waves ſuſtain, 0 
For me all toils and hazards they diſdain. 

For me their countrey's ſold, their faich betray'd ; 

The voice of intereſt ne'er was diſobey d. 


$.0 UL. 

Y x T I thy tempting offers can deſpiſe, 
Nor loſe a wiſh on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 
When yonder fparkling ſtars attract my ſight, 
Thy Fold, thy boaſted gems, loſe all their light. 
My daring thoughts above theſe trifles riſe, 
And aim at glorious kingdoms in the ſkies. 
] there expect celeſtial diadems, 
Outſhining all thy counterfeited gems. 


FA M E. 
T 1s nothing ſtrange, that thy ambitious mind, 
In ſordid wealth ſhould no temptation find: 
But I have terms which thy acceptance claim, 


Heroic glory, and a mighty name 5 
0 
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To theſe the greateſt ſouls on earth aſpire, 
Souls moſt endow'd with the celeſtial fire 


Whom neither wealth, nor beauty can inflame, 
Theſe hazard all for an illuſtrious name. 


Ss O UE. 
An p yet thou art a mere fantaſtic thing, 

Which can no ſolid ſatisfaction bring. 
Should I in coſtly monuments ſurvive, 
And, after death, in men's applauſes live ; 
What profit were their vain applauſe to me, 
If doom'd below to endleſs infamy ? 

Sunk in reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 
With God, and angels, where's my promis'd fame? 

But if their approbation I obtain, 
And deathleſs wreaths, and heav'nly glories gain, 
I may the world's falſe pageantry diſdain. 


PLEASURE. 

Bv T where the baits of wealth and honour fail, 
Th' inchanting voice of pleaſure may prevail: 
The lewd and virtuous, both my vaſſals prove; 
No breaſt ſo guarded but my charms can move. 

All that delights mankind, attends on me, 
Beauty, and youth, and love, and harmony. 

I wing the ſmiling hours, and gild the day, 
My paths are ſmooth, and flow'ry all my way. 


S O UT. 


Bur, ah! theſe paths to black perdition tend, 
There ſoon thy foft, deluding viſions end. 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe ſmooth, thoſe flow'ry ways, lead down to hell, 
Where all thy ſlaves in endleſs night muſt dwell. 
The road of virtue far more rugged is, 
But, oh! it leads to everlaſting bliſs: 
And all beyond the thorny paſſage lies 
The realm of light, diſcover'd to mine eyes; 
Gay bow'rs, and ſtreams of joy, and lightſome fields, 
With happy ſhades, the beauteous proſpect yields: 
Thoſe bliſsful regions I ſhall ſhortly gain, 
Where — and love, and endleſs pleaſures reign. 


3 "JE EN 


We xxxviiith chapter of Jo B tranſlated. 


N thunder now the God his ſilence broke, 
And from a cloud this lofty language ſpoke. 


Who, and where art thou, fond, prefumptuous man! 
That by thy own weak meaſures mine would'| ſcan? 
Undaunted, as an equal match for me, 

Stand forth, and anfwer my demands to thee. 


Ano» firſt, let thy original be trac'd, 
And tell me then what mighty thing thou waſt, 
When to the world my potent word gave birth, 
And fix'd the centre of the floating earth? 
Didft thou aſſiſt with one deſigning thought, 
Or my idea's rectify in aught, } 
When from confuſion J this order brought! \ 


When 
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When like an artiſt I the line ſtretch'd out, 
And mark\d its wide circumference about, 
Didſt thou contribute, Jeb, the needful aid, 
When I the deep and ſtrong foundations laid, 
And with my hand the riſing pillars ſtay'd? - 
When from the perfect model of my mind, 
The vaſt and ſtately fabric was deſign'd; 

So wond'rous, ſo complete in ev'ry part, 
Adorn'd with ſuch variety of art, 

The ſons of light the goodly frame ſurvey, 

As their own ſeats magnificent and gay ; 
Around the ſhining verge of heav'n.they crowd, 
And from the cryſtal confines, ſhout aloud : 
For joy the morning ſtars together ſang, 
And heav'n all o'er with glad preludiums rang. 


| Wee the tumultuous floods by thee controul'd, 
When without bounds the foaming billows roll'd ? 
Didſt thou appoint them then their ouzy bed, 

And humid clouds o'er all their ſurface ſpread, 
Affixing limits to th' imperious deep, 

The limits it perpetually ſhall keep; 

'Tho' mounting high, the angry ſurges roar, 

And daſh themſelves, with rage, againſt the ſhore ! 


Wurd did' thou ſummon up the ling'ring day, 


And haſte the lovely bluſhing morn away? 


Switt as my flaming meſſengers above, 
Its gaudy wings at my direction move. 


HA 7 
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H a 5s T thou ſurvey'd the ocean's dark abodes, 
The ſteep deſcents, the vaults, and craggy roads, 
Thro' which, with hollow rumour, ruſh the nether 

floods ? 5 | 4 5 
Or haſt thou meaſur'd the prodigious ſtore 
Of waves, that in thoſe ghaſtly caverns roar? 
Or haſt thou, Jeb, the fatal valley trac'd, 
And thro? the realms of death undaunted paſs'd ; 
Where the pale king a ruſty ſcepter wields, 
And reigns a tyrant o'er the duſky fields ? 
Doſt thou the pure immortal fountain know, 
From whence thoſe num'rous ſtreams of glory flow, 5 
Which feed the radiant lamps that in the ether glow? J 
Or from what caves the ſullen ſhadows riſe, 
When, like a deluge, night involves the ſkies? 
How does the ſun his morning beams diſplay 
Thro' golden clouds, and ſpread the ſudden day; 
When breaking from the eaſt, all freſh and fair, 
He dances thro! the glitt'ring fields of air? 


Thro' ev'ry grove refreſhing breezes play, 
And o'er the itreams, and o'er the meadows ſtray. 


At his approach all nature looks more gay, | 


Dos x thou the clouds amidſt the air ſuſtain, 
And melt the floating rivers down in rain ; 
When over-charg'd, the yielding atmoſphere, 
No longer now the wat'ry load can bear? 

On gloomy wings the ſounding tempeſt flies, 
And heavy thunders roll along the ſkies ; 
Around the airy vault fierce light'nings play, 
And burn themſelves, thro' ſolid clouds a way 


With 
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With water, who the wilderneſs ſupplies ? 
And tell'me whence the midnight dews ariſe ? 
Or from what cold and petrifying womb | 
The ice, and nipping hoary froſts does come > 
What ſecret pow'rs its fluid parts cement, 
Congeal, and harden the ſoft element? 
All tiff, and motionleſs, the frozen deep, 

No 3 winds its ſhining ſurface ſweep. 


 CansrT thou the chearing influences ſtay 
Of thoſe mild ſtars which deck the ſpring ſo gay? 
Or looſe the ſullen planet's icy bands, 
Which froſts, and rough tempeſtuous winds commands? 
Canſt thou bring out fair Ma roth's ſultry beam? 
Or guide thro' heav'ns blue tracks the ſtarry team? 


Do all the ſhining, vaſt machines above, 
By thy contrivance, in ſuch order move? c 
F ſo —ſtill thy divinity to prove, 

Set open now the flood-gates of the ſky, 
And call a mighty deluge from on high ; 
Kindle prodigious light'nings, and command 
The burning flaſhes with a daring hand 
I'll then confeſs thou haſt an arm like me, 

And that tby own right-hand can ſuccour thee. 


HYMN. 
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HY M N. 


Whom have T in deaven but thee, &c. 
PA. i 25. 


| J. 
H E calls of glory, beauty's ſmiles, 
And charms of harmony, 
Are all but dull, inſipid things, 
Compar'd, my God, with thee. 
35 1 
Without thy love I nothing crave, 
And nothing can enjoy; 
The proffer'd world I ſhou'd neglect, 
As an unenvied toy. 
III. 
The ſun, the num'rous ſtars, and all 
The wonders of the ſkies, | 
If to be purchas'd with thy ſmiles, 
Thou know'ſ I wou'd deſpiſe. 
1 IV. 
What were the earth, the ſun, the ſtars, 
Or heav'n it ſelf to me, 
(My life, my everlaſting bliſs!) 
If not ſecur'd of thee? 


v. Celeſtial 
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1 | 
Celeſtial bow'rs, ſeraphic ſongs, 
And fields of endleſs light, 
Wou'd all unentertaining prove, 
Without thy bliſsful 5 


e g g Ge G g lM a 
PURI SR IR IRR. NOOR 


Thoug hts of a dying CHRISTIAN, 


COME, I come! and joyfully obey 

The fatal voice that ſummons me away: 
With pleaſure I reſign this mortal breath, 
And fall a willing facrifice to death. 
O welcome ſtroke, that gives me liberty ! 
Welcome, as to the ſlave, a jubilee! 
Of the vain world I take my laſt adieu, 
The promis'd land is now within my view; 
The clouds diſpel, the ſtormy dangers paſt, 
And I attain the peaceful ſhores at laſt. 
My hope's dear objects, now are all in fight, 
The lands of love, and unexhauſted light; 
The flowing ſtreams of joy, and endleſs bliſs, 
The ſhining plains, and walks of paradiſe ; 
The trees of life, immortal fruits and flow'rs, 
The tall celeſtial groves, and charming bow'rs: 
I breathe the balmy empyrean air, | 
The ſongs of angels, and their harps I hear; 
And ſcarce the fierce, tyrannic joy can bear. 


HYMN. 
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EEE EEE ASE SESESENE 
HY M 1 


„ | 
Mmortal fountain of my life, 
My laſt, my nobleſt end: 
Eternal centre of my ſoul, 
Where all its motions tend! 
| II, 
Thou object of my deareſt love, 
My heav*nly paradiſe, 
The ſpring of all my flowing joys, 
My everlaſting bliſs! | 
8 el 
My God, my hope, my vaſt reward, 
And all I wou'd poſſeſs; | 
Still more than theſe pathetic names, 
And e words __ 


LEA RES. PE Pe ge N 
9. en) e PI Yen dec, dee Rh 


De APP E A 1 
O thee, great ſearcher of the heart, 
I ſolemnly appeal, Y 7 


Who all the ſecrets of my ſoul, 
And inmoſt thoughts can'ſt tell. 


II. Even 


68 
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II. | 
Even thou, th' unerring judge of all, 
Doſt my dread witneſs prove; 


That thee, beyond whate'er the world 


Can tempt me with, I love. 
III. 2 

That thou, whatever elſe I miſs, 

Whatever elſe J loſe, 
Art my exceeding great reward, 

And higheſt bliſs I chuſe. 

| 3 

Leave me of W of . friends, 

And all things elſe bereft;  _ 
But of thy favour, gracious God, 
Let me be never left! 


Wa. 


O hear! and grant thy boundleſs love's 


Ineſtimable tore, _ 3 
And I'll hereafter cloſe my lips, 7 
And never urge thee more. 
„ 
Wich this alone I'll be content; 
But, Lord, of this deny d, 


I ſhou'd deſpiſe the nobleſt 88. wy 


Thou cou'dſt beſtow beſide. 
VII. 


Among the brighteſt joys of life, 


I ſhou'd no pleaſure know, 


But murm' ring to the ſullen ſhades 


7 2 


Of endleſs night would go. 


Tell 
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69 
e MN Os; . 
 Thip Wenn Tar Been ph Wen . | 


Tell ne, O I whom my . ſoul loveth, 
where thou feedeſt, where thou makef 
th ty flock to reſt at noon. Cant. i. 7. 


J. 
| O Lovelier to my raviſh'd eyes 
Than all they ever ſaw, 
Much dearer than the light I view, 
Or vital breath I draw! 


"R$ 
Eternal treaſure of my heart, 
Whom as my ſoul I love, 
O, tell me, to what happy ſhades 
Thou doft, at noon, remove ! 
. II. 
O, tell me where, by eryſtal ſtreams, 
Thy ſnowy flocks are led, 
And in what fruitful meadows they 
Are by thy bounty fed! 
IV. 0 
For thee I anguiſh all the day, 
For thee-I hourly pine; _ 
As flow'rs that want the chearing ſun, 
Their painted heads decline. 
| „ 
5 Ah ! why from my impatient eyes 
Doſt thou thy ſelf conceal, 
Whilſt I in vain, in lonely ſnad es, 
My reſtleſs pain reveal? 


% 


* 


* 
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* 


FEE 


To Mr. War Ts, on bis POEMS 
ſacred to DEVOT ION. 


e ä 1. | 
| O ͤmurmuring ſtreams in tender trains, 
2 My penſive muſe no more | 
Of love's inchanting force complains, 
Along the flow'ry ſhore. 
ES 198 
No more Mirtilic's fatal face, 
My quiet breaſt alarms, 
His eyes, his air, and youthful grace 
Have loſt their uſual charms. 
III. . 
No gay Alexis in the grove. _ 
Shall be my future theme; 
I burn with an immortal love, 
And fing a purer flame. 


. IV. 
Seraphic heights I ſeem to gain, 
And ſacred tranſports feel; 
While, War T's, to thy celeſtial ſtrain 
Surpriz'd I liſten ſtill. 
- W. 
The gliding ſtreams their courſe forbear, 
When thy lays repeat; 
The bending foreſt lends an ear, 
The birds their notes forget. 


VI. With 


WW 
= 


VT. 

With ſuch a grateful harmony | 
Thy numbers till prolong, ” 
And let remoteſt lands reply, 
And echo to thy ſong. 1 T-- 
VII. | 
Far as the diſtant regions where | 
The beauteous morning ſprings, 1 
And ſcatters odours thro' the air | 
From her reſplendent wings ; | 
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| 


VIII. 
Unto the new-found realms which ſee 
The latter ſun ariſe, ; 
When with an eaſy progreſs he — 
Rolls down the nether ſkies. — 


Ii. 


O lead me to ſome ſolitary gloom, 

Where no enliv'ning beams, nor chearful echoes 
come; ” e 

But ſilent all, and duſky let it be, 

Remote and unfrequented, but by me; 

Myſterious, cloſe, and ſullen as that grief, 

Which leads me to its covert for relief. 

Far from the bufy world's deteſted noiſe, 

Its wretched pleaſures, and diſtracted joys ; 

| : | | 


s 
—— — vo — 


Far 


, 
: 
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Far from the jolly fools, who laugh, and play, 


And dance, and ſing, impertinently gay, 
Their ſhort, iueſtimable hours away; 

Far from the ſtudious follies of the great, 
The tireſome farce of ceremonious ſtate : 
There, in a melting, ſolemn, dying ſtrain, 
Let me, all day, upon my lyre complain, 
And wind up all its ſoft, harmonious ſtrings, 
To noble, ſerious, melancholy things. 

And let no human foot, but mine, e'er trace 
The cloſe receſles of the ſacred place: 

Nor let a bird of chearful note come near, 
To whiſper out his airy raptures here. 

Only the penſive ſongſtreſs of the grove, 
Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve ; 


While drooping winds among the branches ſigh, 


And ſluggiſh waters heavily roll by. 

Here, to my fatal ſorrows let me give 

The ſhort remaining hours I have to live, 
Then, with a ſullen, deep fetch'd groan expire, 


And to the grave's dark ſolitude retire. 


-— 


— Lf . — 


Beal, SZ YN 
0 . SN 


T CL EONE. 


R 0 M the bright realms, and happy fields e 


The ſeats of pleaſure, and immortal love; 


Where joys no more on airy chance depend, 
All health to thee from thoſe gay climes I ſend ' 
For thee my tender paſſion is the ſame, 


Nor death it ſelf has quench'd the noble flame; 


For 
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For charms like thine for ever fix the mind, 

And with eternal obligations bind. 

And when kind fate ſhall my. Cleone free 

From the dull fetters of mortality, 

I'll meet thy parting ſoul, and guide my fair 

In triumph, thro' the lightſome fields of air; 

Till thou ſhalt gain the bliſsful ſeats and bow'rs, 

And ſhining plains deck'd with unfading flow'rs. 

There nobler heights our friendſhip ſhall-improve, : 

For flames, like ours, bright ſpirits feel above, 5 

And tune their golden harps to the ſoft notes of love. 

The ſacred ſubject ſwells each heav'nly breaſt, 
And in one looks its * are expreſt. 


PY“ F 
To CI A 


7 I S not Clorinda's noble air, 
Her ſhape, nor lovely eyes, 
(Tho' matchleſs all, exact and fair) 
That thus our hearts ſurprize. 


SHE by ſome mightier pow'r invadcs, 
And triumps o'er our ſouls; 

At once with ſofteſt art perſuades, 
Aud with bold force controuls. 


'T 15s in Clorinda's charming mind, 
The ſweet attraction lies; 
There all that fire and life we find, 


Which — in her eyes. 
Vo 1. I. * 
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I v her a thouſand graces ſhine, 
That might our envy move; 
Which yet our thoughts alone incline 
'$? oblige, admire, and love. 


I 
a ub Adore 


Pear XXIII. 


HE Lord is my defence and un 
My wants are by his care ſupply'd: 

He leads me to refreſhing ſhades, 
Thro' verdant plains, and flow'ry meads ; 
And there ſecurely makes me lie, 

Near ſilver currents rolling by. 

To guide my erring feet aright, 

He gilds my paths with ſacred light; 

And to his own immortal praiſe, 

Conducts me in his perfect ways. 

In death's ſhcomfortable ſhade, 
No terror can my ſoul invade : 

While be, my ſtrong defence, is near, 

His preſence ſcatters all deſpair. 

My ſpiteful foes, with envy, ſee 

His plenteous table ſpread for me: 

My cup o'erflows with ſparkling wine, 
With fragrant oils my temples ſhine. 

Since God hath wond'rous mercies ſhew'd, 
And crown'd my ſmiling years with good ; 


EE — — tm ut 


— — — En IE — 
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The life he graciouſly prolongs, 
Shall be employ'd in grateful ſongs ; 
My voice in lofty hymns I'll raiſe, 
And in his temple ſpend my days. 


k > 2 Ji ) A 
"N n art) 
JIA St 2 


On the death of the honourable HE NR 
THyNNE, E/q; only jon of the right 
honourable T1 0M As, . Vi Neun 
WEVINMOU TH, 


E ftately buildings, and ye fair retreats, 

That lately ſeem'd of guiltleſs joys the ſeats z 
You groves, and beauteous gardens, where we find 
Some graceful tracts of Weymouth's active mind; 
Put off your chearful looks, and blooming air, 

And wear a proſpect ſuited to deſpair ; 

Such as the melancholy muſe requires, 

When fun'ral grief the mournful ſopg inſpires. 
The muſes here Anyntas ſhould deplore, 

Who viſits theſe delightful walks no more. 
The noble youth, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 
The boaſted hope and glory of his race, 

No more ſhall theſe inviting ſhades frequent; 
What merit can the fatal hour prevent? 


| Lawmexr, ye gloomy grotts, and charming bow'rs, 
Pine at your roots, ye various plants and flow'rs ; 


E 2 Decay d 
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Decay'd may all your painted bloſſoms fall, 

Nor let the genial ray your life recall; 

Nor e'er again your gentle tribute bring, | 
(Gay nature's pride) to crown the fragrant ſpring: 
Tho' in her prime the lovely ſeaſon here, 

Till now, has triumph'd round the changing year; 
And blooming ſill the wintry turns defy'd, 

Nor blaſting air, nor nipping froſt has try'd ; 

While the glad ſun ev'n linger'd in his race, 

And bleſt with conſtant ſmiles the happy place. 


Y = tender myrtles mourn, nor let your boughs 
Hereafter deck one joyful lovers brows. 
Ye folding bays, and laurel's facred ſhade, 
At once let all your wreathing glories fade. 
May raging tempeſts in the grove contend, 
And from the ſtately firs their branches rend: 
Nor let their ſhade receive the feather'd throng, 
Which chear the ev'ning with-their tuneful ſong ; 
Nor ever here let balmy Zefhyrs ſtray, 


And with their fragrant breath perfume the op'ning * 


Y x ſwelling fountains, be for ever dry, 
Or far from theſe unhappy borders fly; 
Nor let the {kill of any daring hand, 
To grace theſe walks your dancing ſpouts command; 
Nor ſportive Tritons from their native courſe 


Aloft in air the ſilver currents force; ; 


While deep caſcades the muſing thought delipht, 


And ruſhing waves to ſoft repoſe invite. 


Le r 


4 
— 
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Lr the proud pedeſtals no longer prop 
Their marble loads, but into ruins drop ; 
The forms of heroes, and poetic gods, 

But ill became theſe deſolate abodes : 

Amyntas is no more; who belt could trace F - 
Their fine proportions, judge of ev'ry grace, c 
The ſpeaking geſture, and pathetic face. 

Whatever air a noble thought expreſt, 

An image met in his own gen'rous breaſt. 

Nor ſculpture, nor heroic numbers told 

A great deſign, or glorious name inroll'd, 

But mov'd in him an emulating flame; 

And had occaſion try'd, his deeds had been the ſame. 


AccoMPLisn'D youth; why waſt thou ſnatch'd away ? 
A thouſand lives ſhould have redeem'd thy ſtay. 
Muſt worth, like thine, ſo ſhort a period find, 
And leave ſo many uſeleſs things behind, 
Unthinking forms, the burthen of the ftate ; 
While a whole nation ſuffers in thy fate? 


TTL 


7 ICTORIOUS Love, thou ſacred myſtery! 

What muſe in mortal ſtrains can ſpeak of thee? 
We feel th' effect, and own thy force divine, 
But vainly would the glorious cauſe define. 


E 3 In 


— CIITA or No Ore one 
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In part, thy pow'r in theſe cold realms is known; 
But in the bleſt celeſtial ſeats alone, | 
Thy triumphs in their ſplendid heights are ſhown, 
Thy gentle torch, with a propitious light 
And fpotleſs flame, burns there for ever bright. 
Rxpreſsleſs pleaſure, and tranſporting grace, 
With laſting beauty, ſhine upon thy face. 

By ev'ry tongue thy charms are there conſeſt, 

= And kindle joys in ev'ry heav'nly breaſt : 

| For thee they touch the foft, melodious ſtring, 

| And Love in glad triumphant accents fing, 

| Almighty Love, whence all their raptures ſpring. 


TTT 
eee 


R EVELATI ON, Chop, XVI, 


| LREADY „in bees d es Amse 

| The ſev'n avenging miniſters are gone; 
Charg'd with the laſt great plagues behold they ſtand, 
. With each his various miſchief in bis hand-: 
'Sev'n trumpets give the ſign, at ev'ry call, 
In order they the wrathful dregs let fall. 


A PRELUDE ſounds: The firſt his vial pours 
| Amidſt the air, enſu'd by ſulph'rous ſhow'rs ; 

While from their caves portentous tempeſts rife, 
And itchy clouds obſcure the angry ſkies. 


TuE vy ſound again; the ocean's 's beiuy flood 
ne ſecond vial turns to ſtreaming blood: 


Again; 
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Again! and lo! a burning comet takes 

Its downward way, and drinks the freſher lakes ; 

The lakes, the ſwelling ſprings, and running ſtreams, 
Are all a prey to its malignant beams. : 


His ſignal n now the fourth great angel takes, 
And o' er the ſun a livid venom ſhaxes; 
Its beauteous orb a bloody tincture wears, 
And with a fierce malignant horror glares: 
The ſilver moon reſigns her trembling ray, 
While all the faint nocturnal lights decay. 


AnoTHrr echoing clangor ſhakes the ſky ; 
And open wide th' infernal portals fly, 
Revealing all the diſmal realms below, 

The dens of night, and ſeats of endleſs woe; 
Aſcending imoke pollutes the fickly air, 
Whule ruddy Largea amidſt the darkneſs glare. 


No w the nh trumpet's direful ſounds ſucceeds 
And from their adamantine fetters _ 
The raging fiends from long confinement come, 
With monſtrous ſhapes in open air to roam: 
A gloomy hoſt: in terrible array | 
They march along; pale horror leads the way, 
And in its gbaſtlieſt form before them walks; 
Behind them empty deſolation ſtalks. 


Tu E ſev'nth ſhrill trumpet utters now its voice, 
Thro earth and hell reſounds the dreadful noiſe : 
6 Ariſe, ye dead, ariſe to judgment ! come, 
* And take, according to your your doom . 


E 4 Tr ex- 
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Tu' extended ſkies are rent from pole to pole, 
The lightnings flaſh, the final thunders roll, 
The graves divide, the ſtartled dead awake, 

And hov'ring ſouls their former manſions take. 


A PASTORAL. 


Inſeritd to Mrs. FRANCES WoksLEV, 
A the right honourable the Lady 
CARTERET.] 


F* LV 1A, the pride of all the rural train, 
By Celadon was lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 
His graceful form by.nature ſeem'd deſign d 
To charm the niceſt of the beauteous kind. 
With vain Narciſſus in his blooming pride, | 
Or Hyacinth, the ſhepherd might have vy'd. 
He danc'd——not Paris with a nobler mien, 
On Xanthus' borders trac'd the level green. 
Tuneful his voice but Phoebus lov'd in vain, | 
Nor met ſucceſs with his immortal firain; n 
More wild than Daphne, o'er the flow'ry mead. 
Coy Sylvia her intreating lover fled. 
Nor could his melting numbers once prevail 
To gain attention to his am'rous tale ; 
Till mov'd with pity for his reſtleſs care, 
Her fellow nymphs detain the flying fair ; 


Intreated 


Beneath a ſhade that ſkreen'd the burning ray 

They ſit ; their bleating flocks around them ſtray : 
While thus th' unhappy youth, in mournful ſtrains, 
Of his ungrateful ſhepherdeſs complains. 


Intreated half, and half compell'd her ſtay; ! 


RETURNING ſprings the faded year renew, 
And ſummer gales the wintry ſtorms enſue; 
But no viciſſitude of joy I prove, 
No change of ſeaſon to my hopeleſs love. 
The falling ſun in weſtern ſhades declines, 
Refreſh'd again the purple morning ſhines; 
But no kind ſmiles with dawning rays appear 
In Sy{via's eyes, my gloomy breaſt to chear. 


Tn E filver moon wheels her pale courſe above, 
And midnight ſtars in ſolemn order move, 

Envy it ſelf, and faction find repoſe; 

While no relief my wilder paſſion knows: 

Or if diſorder'd ſlumbers cloſe mine eyes, 

Coy Sylvia ſtill before my fancy flies; 

Thro' duſky groves and vales I ſeem to trace 

Her fleeting form, that mocks my fond embrace; 
I wake to new deſpair, and tell my pain 

To whiſp'ring winds and ſounding rocks in vain : 
Yet theſe, relentleſs fair, more kind than thee,, 

In ſighing echoes ſeem to plead for me. 

Gay nature now to- gentler thoughts invites, 

And the fair ſeaſon calls for ſoft delights ; 

The vig'rous ſun ſmiles on the fruitful earth, 

And gives a thouſand beauteous flow'rs their birth; 
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The conſcious trees their verdant branches ſpread, 
Inviting lovers to their friendly ſhade : 

Theſe ſcenes were made for love; each whiſp ring ſtream, 
And pajnted vale require the tender theme. 1 
Love triumphs here, and on the peaceful plains 

The gentle god his empire ſtill maintains; 

The buſy city's reſtleſs noiſe he ſhuns, | 

And far from factious courts affrighted runs; ) 
Hither his quiver, and his torch he brings, | 
And hov'ring round the air with. downy wings, 
NY the ſwains his men darts he flings. 


T n is race oſt ſeek the calm retreats, 
And for their pleaſures. chaſe the rural ſeats, 
In the Sabzan groves, and Cyprian bow'rs 
The queen of beauty ſpent her ſofteſt hours: 
The fair Aurora too, a nymph divine, 
With roſy cheeks, and ſparkling eyes like thine, 
But gentler far; on Hamus dewy head 
Purſu'd a youth, who her embraces fled. 
Diana's ſelf, thy boaſted goddeſs, lov'd, 
Nor ſtill, like thee, inflexible has prov'd : 
Mzander's winding banks, and Lycus' ſhore 
Have heard her oft her rig'rous fate deplore ; 
The Carian hills were witneſs to her prief, 
There wand'ring round, ſhe vainly ſought relief; 
Nor roves a ſavage huntreſs as before, 
Her hand a pointed jav'lin ſhakes no more, 5 
While thro' the woods ſhe tracks the foaming boar. 
'To diff*rent cares her thoughts were now confin'd, 
Endymien's image had poſſeſt her mind. 


On 
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On Latmos' top the lovely youth ſhe found, 
Gently reclin d upon the verdant ground, 
His ſenſes all in balmy ſlumbers drown'd. 
Not young Adonis ever look'd more fair; 
An am'rous breeze plays with his careleſs hair: 
The virgin goddeſs fix d her wond'ring ſight; 
Above her own tranſparent orb rolld bright, 5 
And all the ſtars lent their officious light. 
She. views his blooming charms with fond ſurprize, 
Unuſual tranſports in her boſom riſe ; _ 
An unaccuſtom'd wiſh her breaſt inſpires ; 

And now ſhe checks, now ſooths her wild deſires, c 
Approaches ſoftly now, and now retires : 
At laſt reſolv d, a modeſt kiſs ſhe ſteals, 
While Venus laughing, all the theft reveals. 


Travs gods and men to Lowe's imperial ſway 
Submit, and his reſiſtleſs laws obey : 
And truſt me, Sy/via, ſome propitious hour 
Shall yet arrive, when thou ſhalt feel his pow'r. 


Tu E ſhepherd ceas'd, the nymphs his numbers praiſe; 


_ Ev'n Sylvia, ſoſten'd by his melting lays, 
Returns a ſmile ; then with a decent pride 
Retires, and ftrives her alter'd thoughts to hide. 


— re e——e——_—_—_ 


To C HLOE. 


A. 3 E. | 


AIR Cle, leave the noiſy town, and try 
What artleſs ſweets the country ſcenes ſupply : 

While the young year in all its pride invites, 
And promiſes a thouſand gay delights 
While the glad ſun his faireſt light diſplays, 
And op'ning bloſſoms court his chearful rays. 
The nymphs for thee ſhall deck ſome rural bow'r 
With every verdant branch and painted flow'r ; 
To thee the ſwains full caniſters ſhall bring, 
Of all the fragrant treaſures of the ſpring : 
While ſome young ſhepherd in the ſounding grove 
Shall tune his reed for thee to ſtrains of love. 
Nor from the ſoft, inchanting accents run, 
For who the pleaſing charms of love would ſhun ; 
Such love as in theſe guiltleſs ſeats is known, 
Such as a ſtate of innocence might own. __ 
No frauds, no treach rous arts are practis d here. 
No perjur'd vows deluded virgins fear. 
The gentle god with mild indulgence ſways, 
And ev'ry willing heart his laws obeys. 


How your ſoft ſcenes the tender flame improve, 
And melt the thoughts, and turn the ſoul to love 
»Twas here Mirtillo's charms my boſom fir'd, 
W hile all the god the am'rous youth inſpir'd ; 


AL hail, ye fields, and ev'ry happy grove? g 


Divine 
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Divine his art, prevailing was his tongue, 
While in the ſhades the ſkilful ſhepherd ſung; 
On downy wings young Zephyrs took the ſound, 
And chear'd the plains, and all the valleys round: 
The liſ'ning ſtreams were conſcious of his flame, 
And ev'ry grove acquainted with my name. 
No nymph but envy'd me Mirtillo's praiſe, | | 
For I had all his vows and tender lays. 
Nor could ſuch truth and merit plead in vain, 
I heard his ſighs, and pity d all his pain; 
While Venus ſmil'd propitious from above, 
And crown'd our vows, and bleſt our mutual love, 
May proſp'rous fates attend the happy day, 
And circling joys for ever make it gay! 
From thence we date our bliſs, and ſtill improve 
Our ſoft delights, as thro* the woods we rove : 
In flow'ry meadows, groves, and fragrant bow'rs, 
Serene and free, we ſpend the lightſome hours. 


Tnrv s live the Dryads, thus the ſacred race 
That haunt the valleys, and the fountains grace; 
The rural ſcenes indulge their warm defires, 
Heighten their joys, and feed immortal fires. 1 
Diana, who in heav'n could guard her breaſt, 

In Latmos' flow'ry fields the god confeſt. 

No name, but his, among the ſwains is known, 
Superior Love is all the pow'r they own; 

Their willing tribute to his ſhrine they bring, a 


1 


Turtles, and lambs, and all the blooming ſpring, 
| While to their tuneful harps his praiſe they ſing. 
Young Zephyrs bear the charming accents round, 
And rocks and moſſy caves retain. the ſound ; 
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- Celeſtial pleaſure, or infernal pain. 
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Tigers and wolves grow wild, 'the tim"rous fawns, 
Undaunted, ſkip along the openlawns; © 
Roſes and myrtles bloom, the am'rous does, 
And all the warbling chorus own their loves: 
The nodding groves, and falling floods d. 
And all confeſs the e _— 5 37 


The ConmlaGzati 10. 


4. ODE. 


3 
Spenser the deluge lay, 
In melting. joys and luxury diſſolv' d, 


Till ſwift deſtruc̃tien [wept them all away, 


The ſtupid world: will then be 8. | 
In all licentiouſneſb and fin involv'd, 


When loud to judgment dhe laſt trumpets bn | 


| Then time ſhall be no more, 5 

Nor months and years proportion d by the fn; ; 
Which ne'er again ſhall run, 
With vig'rous pride, the my 27 7 ce. 
. 

A ſudden change the living ſhall TOE 
To an immortal from a mortal ſtate: 
While thoſe that ſlumber in the grave awake 
In crowds, their former vehicles to take, 
Indu'd with principles that may ſuſtain 
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Ax v now begins the univerſal wreck ; 
The wheels of nature ſtand, or change their courſe, 
And backward hurrying with diſorder'd force, 
The long eſtabliſh'd laws of motion break. 
The refluent rivers to their fountains run, 
Their antient paths and well-known channels ſhun, 
The ſeas their ſandy banks deride, | 
And know their bounds no more, 
Againſt the rocks, with ſtormy pride, : 
The angry billows roar: 
Now ſwelling, like tranſparent mounts appear, 
Which to the clouds. their lofty ſummits rear, 
And mingle with the virgin waters there : 
Here, like the mouth of hell, vaſt whirlpools yawn, | 


And down the rapid gulph whole floods and iſles are 
drawn. 


IV. | i 
PRODIGTOus thunders ſhake the fey, _ 
As from their cells with clam''rous rage they break; | 
Prodigious lightnings kindle as they fly, 
And trace the clouds with many a fiery ſtreak : 
While in the darken'd air 
With horrid beams malignant comets glare. 
Encountring tempeſts ſtrive, 
Which mighty winds acroſs each other drive; 
Loos'd from the ſpacious cavities below, 
From all the adverſe points of heav'n they blow, 
And murmur from afar with ſtormy ſound ; 
While burning bolts and hailſtones rake the ground, 
Reſiſtleſs whirlwinds bluſter here and there, 


Trees from their roots, ſtones from their rocks they tear, 


1 
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Tu E central fire within its priſon raves, 
And all the globe with ſtrong concuſſions ſhakes, 
As from its urn in ſulph'rous waves 
The dreadful clement breaks; | 
Thro' all the gloomy. vaults around it flows, 
'Thro' ev'ry cleft and winding fiſſure glows, 
And wild excurſions makes 
Its courſe no ſubterranean damps oppoſe, 
From vein to vein the active particles take fire, 
And towards the ſurface of the globe aſpire ; 
Whole groves, and hills, and buildings undermine, 
Whole groves, and hills, and palaces drop in; 
Wide gapes the direful gulph, and where 
Tall mountains ſtood, prodigious chaſms appear. 
With wilder fury here 
The fierce materials outward "YI : 
And where, ev'n now, a level plain was ſpread, 
Vaſt rocks and frowning ſteeps erect their hideous head; 
From whoſe dark entrails livid torrents guſh, 
And glowing cataracts ſpout : | 
Like tna now the new Volcano roars, 


Unweildy ſtones, and burning craggs throws out, 
With ſhow'rs of ſand, and ſeas of melted ores. 


VI. 


- While louder till on high the trumpets ſound, 
And reach the dreary kingdoms under ground. 
Hell's deep foundations the ftrange echoes ſhake, 
With terrors fill each raging fiend, | 
The earth with ſtrong concuſſions rend, 
And wide diſcloſe the vaſt infernal lake, 
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With all the execrable dens below, | 
The dwellings of unutterable woe. | 
Thick ſteams from the unbottom'd gulph ariſe, 
And blacken all the ſkies: 
The ſtartled ſun winks at the horrid ſight, 
And robs the moon of all her ſilver light: 
While ev'ry gay, ethereal flame expires, 
Or to its firſt original retires. 
Now mightier pangs the whole creation feels ; 
Each planet from its ſhatter'd axis reels, 
And orbs immenſe on orbs immenſe drop down, | 
Like ſcatt'ring leaves from off their branches blown. 


VII. 
AGAIN the great archangel's ſummons fly 
Thro' earth, thro? hell, and all the ample vaults on high, 
Wide fly the portals of eternal day, 
To give the King of glory way: | | 
And lo! the Son of God deſcends, il 
Heav'n's everlaſting frame beneath him bends ; 1 
On ouring clouds he ſits inthron'd, 
Whence ruddy flames, and pointed lightnings play, 
And bellowing thunders with ſhrill voices ſound: 
To judge the world he comes with awful ſtate, 
Ten thouſand times ten thouſand on him wait, 
Cherub and ſeraphim, 
With mighty chiefs, and ſplendid dignities, 
Dominions, potentates and pow'rs, 
Of heay' nly thrones the num'rous regencies. 
And (if a muſe might dare 
Things ſo extremely diſtant to compare) 
Like Heſperus leading on the countleſs ſtars, 
The God before his radiant train appears; 


Divine 


go Po Hus on — occafn 


Divine his form, ineffable his air, 

At once benignant, ſolemn, and * ; 
Around him dart refulgent beams, 

And from his eyes „ glory ſtreams, 


VIII. 
Tu E waters ſee, and downward Gak, | 
The mountains melt like wax before the bre, 3 
The folding heav'ns together ſhrink, 
And with a mighty noiſe the claſhing orbs retire. 
Deſpairing, trembling, mad, the vitious fly, 
And to the falling rocks for ſhelter cry ;. 
To hell's impenetrable ſhades would run, 
The face of their vindictive judge to ſhun, 
The ſhudd'ring fiends t' avoid his fight, 
Beneath the burning deeps would hide 
Unable now to bear celeſtial light, 
Or the reſplendence of his looks abide, 


Unuov'p dene the virtuous now appear, 
And in theis logks u calm aGurance wear, | 

Nor hell, nor all ita borrors fear. 

From eaſt, from weſt, from north, and ſoulh they come, 
To take from the moſt rightequs judge their doom; 
Who thus to them, with a ſerene regard; 

(The books of life before him laid, 
And all the ſecret records wide diſplay' 1 
According to your works be your reward; 
As my reproach and croſs you did not fear, 
To men and angels I approve you here; 

* Poſſeſs immortal kingdoms as your due, 
* Prepar'd from an eternal date for you. 


"Xt £54 


Xx. Tus 


— — — — Ie 64 Es —— — —— — — 


PoE Ms on vera occaſions. 91 
* 


Tu B glitt'ring legions ſhout above, 
And down ten thouſand heav'nly guardians fly, 
T' attend their joyful charges to the ſky : 
And upward now with wond'rous pomp they move, 
Melodious welcomes they receive on high, 
With ſhining robes, victorious palms and crowns, 
Celeſtial dignities, and everlaſting thrones; 
While beauty, life, and joy, with love divine, 
Break from their eyes, and on their faces ſhine. 

XI. 
T Th apoſiate ſpirits rage, as when they fell 
From off th' ethereal battlements to hell, 
To ſee the humble race of man ſupply 
Their once illuſtrious ſtations in the ſky, . 
The ſinners gnaſh their teeth for envy too; 
To whom thus ſpeaks the wrathful Deity, 
FR en me, accurft! for ever go, 
And dwell with endleſs burnings, — night and 
* WOG' . «=; 
In vain in your adverſity you ery, 
* Inexorable to your cries I'll be, 
As you were once to me.“ 


XII, 

LIE E ſtings theſe fatal accents wound, 
And all the wretched ſinners pleas confound ; 
Oppreſt with ſhame, confuſion, and deſpair, 
They fink, nor can the heavy judgment bear. 
Th' unfathom'd deep to ſwallow them gapes wide ; 

And now without controul 
The fiery ſurges roll, 
And hell extends itſelf on ev'ry ſide: 


| Wher e, | 
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Where, without intermiſſion, without end, 


Howling and lamentations loud aſcend ; 


With flames and helliſh ſmother, which appear 
To form about the globe a dreadful atmoſphere. 


XIII. 


Way vice was proſp' rous, virtue why diſtreit, 


With all the deep writ ſenſe, 
The dark myſterious ways of providence, 
To men and angels now are manifeſt. 


A LAPLANDER's ſong to bis miſtreſs. 


| . 
HIN E out, reſplendent God of day, 
On my fair Orramoor ; 
Her charms thy moſt propitious ray, 
And kindeſt looks allure. ; 
|: 
I n mountain, vale, or gloomy grove, 
I'd climb the talleſt tree, 
Could I from thence my abſent love, 
My charming rover ſee. 


III. 
I' p venture on a riſing cloud, 
Aloft in yielding air; 
From that exalted ſtation proud, 
To view the ſmiling fair. 


IV. SnovLid 
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IV. 
SH 0ULD ſhe in ſome ſequeſter'd bow 'r, 
Among the branches hide, 
I'd tear off ev'ry leaf and flow'r, 
'Till there ſhe was deſcry d. 
| V. 
From ev'ry bird I'd ſteal a wing 
| To Orramoor to fly; 
And urg'd by love, would ſwiftly ſpring 
Along the lightſome ſky, 


5 VI. 
RE Tux 0 * bleſs me with thy charms, 
While yet the ſun diſplays 


His faireſt beams, and kindly warms | 
Us wow his vital rays. | 
_ | 
RETURN 1 that light be gone, | 
In which thou ſhouldit appear; | 
Unwelcome night is haſt'ning on 
To darken half the year. 
VIII. 
IN vain, relentleſs maid, in vain 
Thou doſt a youth forſake, 
Whoſe love ſhall quickly o'er the plain, 
Thy ſavage flight o'ertake. 


IX. 
SHOULD bars of ſteel my paſſage ſtay, 
They could not thee ſecure : 
I'd thro! inchantments find a way 
To ſeize my Orramoor. 


A Hymn 
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A HN 1 97 d 
On my recovery from the SMALL-Pox. 


* 
Y God, my great deliv' rer, and my ruſt, 
My life, my love, and ev ry tender name 
That makes my gratitude and homage juſt ; 
Let heav'nly ardor all my ſoul inflame! 


IT. 


'To thee my muſe ſome tuneful gift would © 


And humbly conſecrate her nobleſt verſe ; 


Fain would ſhe touch, for thee, her ſweeteſt ſtring, 


And in immortal ſtrains thy love rehearſe, 
e 


Bur, oh! what words of men can reach the theme ? 
What human eloquence expreſs thy praiſe ? 


Immenſe thy pow'r, unſpeakable thy name, 


Thy throne ſurrounded with majeſtic rays. 
IV. 
Ver let my grateful zeal accepted prove, 


< Since weak mortality can give no more; 


I cannot ſpeak, tis true, but I can love, 
I love, and what I cannot praiſe, adore, 


Te 
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adoring our Saviour at his nativity. 


ROM thoſe bleſt Wide where the ſun diſplays 
His blooming light, and ſpreads his earlieſt rays ; 
Where fragrant groves for ſacred incenſe ſpring, 

To thee, great Son of God, our zealous vows we bring. 


\ 
| 

The HYMN of the three eaſtern Mac 1, 
| 


Har, mighty infant, offspring of the ſkies ! 
Celeſtial glory lightens in thy eyes; 
Thy ſmiles preſage immeaſurable grace, 
Ayd ſcenes of paradiſe are open'd in thy face. 


. — — — 


Mort than the race of man ſurprizipg fair 

More lovely than thy own propitious ſtar ! 

When firſt its chearful luſtre bleſt our ſight, 

 Grac'd with ſuperior beams, and well diſtinguiſh If icht. 


—— — 
— 


Tux ſun it's conqu'ring glories met by day, 
And fac'd his rival with a fainter ray; 


In golden robes, amidſt the ſhades it blaz'd, 


While night, with all her eyes, on the fair ſtranger 
gaz'd. 


To rich Judea ſtill it led the way, 
And hov'ring where th' immortal infant lay; 
With darting beams it gilds the bleſt abode, 
And to our longing eyes reveal'd th' unqueſtion'd God. 


Wuo 
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Wn o M thus with We we adore, 
And freely offer all our coſtly ſtore; : 
Gold, as a tribute to the new-born king, 
And incenſe to the God, with humble zeal we * 


Wb | ſpacious Eaft ſhall ſoon converted be, 
And all her ſplendid monarchs kneel to thee. 

The ſun no more, in folding clouds array d, 

Shall mourn the i fo honours to his luſtre ow 


APIS ſhall ceaſe to bellow. thro! the croud, 
With gilded horns, and flow'ry garlands proud; 
Panthea's coſtly gums ſhall ſmoke no more 
To gods of monſtrous ſhape, on Ni/e's polluted ſhore. 


Buer thou ſhalt riſe in fame, illuſtrious child, 
Of all mankind the GREAT REDFEEMER yd; 
A God in ev'ry language known and bleſt, _ 
By every bending knee ador d, and ev'ry _ con 
fels'd. . 


Tur rs to thee with gilded ſpires ſhall * ; 
And clouds of fragrant incenſe ſhade the ſcies: 
In lofty hymns, and conſecrated. verſe, 


Succeeding times ſhall ſpeak thy * and thy great 
name rehearſe. 


An v thee: unblemiſh'd maid, divinely fair 
Whoſe tender arms th' eternal monarch bear: 
Thrice happy thee poſterity ſhall call, 

Pride of thy lovely lex, and — above chem all. 


"4 PASTO. 


„ a Does Ego Se A GC Io AS 
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12 85 tt r B b 
A PAST ORAL. 
In imitation of Dearron' s ſecond Nymphal. 


* E ON and Lycidas were jolly ſwains, 

Their worth diſtinguiſh'd on th* Arcadian plains. 
Cleon, a hardy youth, on mountains bred, 
Oer craggy rocks his browzing goats he led; 
At rural feſtivals be ſtill appear'd, 
A challenger in ev'ry combat fear'd : 
For none like him the weighty fledge could throw, 
Or manage with more dextrous art the bow; 
In wreſtling {k1ll'd, and foremoſt in the race, 
Advent'rous ſtill, and eager for the chace; 
Thro' ſavage woods, o'er hills with ſummits hoar, 
Arm'd with a ſpear, he trac'd the tuſky boar. 


The flow'ry vales he ſought, and verdant mead, 
And there, by curling ſtreams, his flocks were fed. 
His goodly ſtature, and well-featur'd face, 
Of ev'ry ſnepherdeſs obtain'd the grace, 
His flaxen hair, in ringlets from his crown, 
Beneath his ſhoulders careleſsly hung down. 
Whene'er he danc'd, Apollo's ſelf was ſeen, 
a the proportion'd ſtep, and graceful mien; 
He ſpoke ſo fine, ſo artfully he ſung, 
None but Myrtilla could reſiſt his tongue. 
Vol. I. F No 


Bur Lycidas among the nymphs was bred, ! 


f 
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No charms but her's his numbers could inſpire ; 

The nymph was fam'd, a ſylvan god her fire. 

Her mother of the Naiads beauteous race; 

From her ſhe took the ſweetneſs of her face. 
Not Venus ſelf could boaſt a face more fair, 

More roſy lips, or more inticing hair. 

Her blooming innocence, her lovely eyes, 

And perfect ſhape, did ev'ry heart ſurprize. 
Her voice cou'd ev'n a riſing torrent ſtay, | 

A hungry lion's ferceſt rage allay, 

And keep the liſt'ning ſavage from his prey. 

The maid by gentle Lyc:z4as was lov'd, 

Nor wilder Clecn leſs enamour'd prov'd, 

The lovers both attend the uſual hour, | 

That brought Mirtilla from her fragrant bow'r, 

To breath the balmy morning's pleaſant air; | 


When full of warm deſires the ſwains prepare, 
With ſongs and promis'd gifts, to gain the fair. 


. 

A snowsy lamb I've bred, fo full of play, 
T will entertain my ſhepherdeſs all day; 
To thee, when hungry, it will bleat, as proud 
From thy fair hands alone to take its food ; 
Then to expreſs its joy, with many abound 
And airy friſk, *twill ſeem to ſcorn the ground : 
And this, with all my future vows, are thine, 
If thou, for me, my rival wilt decline. 


C LEON. 
My proffers now, and artleſs language hear, 
And turn from his ſmooth tales thy liſt' ning ear. 
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For I can boaſt a kid more white than milk, 
And ſofter far than the Siberian ſilk; 
When'er you walk, *twill walk as gently by, 
And at your feet, when' er you ſit, will lie; 
If o'er the plains you run with nimble pace, | 
T will ſkip along, and ſeem to urge the race: | 
And this, bright maid, I frankly offer thee, 
To quit my rival, and to live with me. 


MYRTIL-L 4. 
Have you, indeed, ſuch valu'd things in ſtore, 
And never boaſted of your wealth before? 
Your offers, gentle youths, I own moſt fair, 
And ſuch a kid and lamb are wond'rous rare. 
What virtue ſo ſevere, what maid ſo vain, 
Such lovers, and ſuch preſents to diſdain ? 4 
Vet Minx, my dog, I dare a wager lay, 
ö As many tricks as both of them ſhall play. 


ETC AAS; 

Br I two ſparrows will on thee beſtow, 
Their plumes unſoil'd, and white as falling ſnow ; 
Venus herſelf had warm'd them in her breaſt, 

Had her unlucky ſon but found the neſt. 

The ſprightly birds are bred ſo tame, 8 vl land, 
And chirp, and ſweetly prattle on thy hand; 
Wanton, among thy curling locks they'll creep, 
And, if permitted, in thy boſom ſleep. 


CLEO. 
Farr nymph, his boaſted ſparrows do not mind, 
As good in ev'ry common buſh T'll find. 


For F 2 But 
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But I a pair of am'rous doves will bring, 

With ſhining plumes, and nicely-chequer'd wing; 
Their changing necks more various colours ſhow, 
Than is paints on the celeſtial bow; 

Should Oha on them caſt an eye, 

'The birds ſhe'd with her golden apple buy. 


N NI Eh: 
Wir nu ſuch fine doves and ſparrows will you part, 
Unthinking youths! to gain a trifling heart ? 
On Venus, who ſo well their worth muſt know, 
The wond'rous birds you'd better far beſtow : 
Your coſtly zeal the goddeſs may reward, 
And your ſoft vows propitiouſly regard. 


| „ ED £5. 

T o crown thy temples, garlands I'll compoſe 
Of full-blown lilies, and the budding roſe; | 
With thoſe the golden hyacinth I'Il twine, 

And bluſbing pinks, and purple vr lets join; 
Freſh noſegays from the fields each day I'll bring, 
Made up of all the ſweetneſs of the ſpring. 


CLE O N. ä 
His wreaths and painted noſeways will decay, 

And loſe their proudeſt beauty in a day: 

But I've a gift which all his trifles mocks ; 

As towards the beach I lately drove my flocks, 

Three coral-ſprigs I found among the rocks : 
Theſe nicely plac'd among thy braided hair, 

As little ornaments may ſerve my fair. 
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%, 
W 1 T x yellow hyacinths, pinks and vi'lets blue, 
In garlands wreath'd, and painted noſegays too, 
With coral-ſprigs ſo deck'd, and wond'rous fine, 
A lady of the May I ſhall out- ſhine. 
But while I trim my braided locks ſo gay, 
And waſte in dreſſing half the fleeting day, | 
My flocks, I fear, would thus neglected, ſtray. 


| LY. GC4D 4.8. 
As on Alphæus banks my ſheep were fed, 
] form'd a little barge of bending reed; 
So cloſely wrought, and twiſted round the ſides, 
That on the daneing wave ſecure it rides: 
Tn this, if thou wilt try the filver ſtream, 
Another ſea born goddeſs thou ſhalt ſeem ; 
While twelve white ſwans, with wreathing woodbines 
ty'd, 
And taſſell'd flow'rs, the floating pomp ſhall guide. 


CLE O N. 
Ox vonder hill, with lofty foreſts crown'd, 
A nymph of bright Diana's train I found, ; 
Who from her ſiſters heedleſsly had ſtray'd ; bi 
And by a brutal Satyr ſeiz'd, the maid | 
On her chaſte goddeſs call'd aloud for aid: 
I to her ſuccour running, nimbly threw 
A bearded arrow, which the monſter ſlew. 
On me the grateful virgin would beſtow 
Her painted quiver, and her poliſh'd bow. 
The bow and gilded ſhafts thou may'ſt command, 
And both are worthy of Diana's hand: 


F z Thus 
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Thus arm'd, with me thou thro' the woods ſhalt rove, 
And ſeem another goddeſs of the grove. 


MYTRTILL A. 

T 11 R o' ſavage woods to hunt wild beaſts with thee, 
To love muſt needs a mighty motive be; | 
But I the dang'rous pleaſure dare not prove, 
Ev'n to be thought a goddeſs of the grove: 
Nor leſs I fear to try the promis'd boat, 
And venture on the dancing waves to float. 
['ve no ambition o'er the floods to ride, 
Tho' drawn by ſwans, with wreathing woodbines ty'd: - 
Rather ſecure thro? peaceful vales I'd fray, 
And watch my flocks in humble ſhades all day. 
But if a tender thought could warm my breaſt, 
In two fuch worthy lovers I were bleſt; 
Whole merits with ſach equal claims appear, 
'That *twere injuſtice either to prefer ; : 
While both rejected, both muſt be content; { 


And treated thus, you've nothing to repent, 
But that, like me, an hour you've idly ſpent. 


a d e eee. Fa 
Ta TT EDOMER 55588 
* FFC 


Ar O DE on BE AUTY. 


I. 
EAUTY, my ſok tranſporting theme, 
Aſſiſt my muſe, and all my ſoul inflame ; 
With ev'ry grace, and ev'ry tender charm, 
Exalt my fancy, and my boſom warm. 


Thou 


1 
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Thou canſt the coldeſt breaſt inſpire _ 
With ſacred rapture, and refin'd deſire : 
Not glory, friendſhip, wealth or liberty, 
Attra& and charm, like thee. 
The prince, the ſwain, the tim'rous, and the brave, 
Thou, by a ſov'reign title, doſt inſlave: 
Thee, ev'n the ſaint and libertine obey, 
And uncontroul'd and boundleſs is thy ſway, 


IT. 
B y thee the holy hermit fir'd, 
In ecitacies ſublime, 
Far from the ſenſual crowd retir'd, | 
| Spends all his happy time; | 
While ſmiling forms, and glorious viſions roll | 
Uninterrupted thro his raviſh'd ſoul. | [ 


e | 
Nox human minds alone thy pow'r confeſs, 
A kind of homage brutes themſelves expreſs ; 
Vanquiſh'd by thee, fierce lions quit their prey, =—_ 
And harmleſs o'er the Libyan deſarts ſtray. 


IV. 
Wir u admiration, ecſtaſy, and love, 
Thou fill'ſt the num'rous ſhining worlds above: 
There are thy triumphs ſhown, 
For thee each heav'nly lyre is ſtrung ; 
Thy force to no celeitial breaſt unknown, 
Is the perpetual ſubje of their ſong. 


V. 
THe mighty Being whom we all adore, 
Immortal Beauty, owns thy pow'r: 


F 4 A whole 
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A whole eternity roll'd on, 
While with his own ſupreme perfections he 
Solac'd himfelf, immenſely bleſt in thee, 
And pleas'd with the bright images which ſhone 
In his own beatific mind, 
He all things viſible by them deſign'd, 
And after thoſe complete ideas wrought. 
When from the black abyſs of night 
He drew the beauteous light, 
And comely order from confuſion brought ; - 
He rais'd the ſparkling arches of the ſkies, 
And bad the ſun in golden ſplendor rife ; 
He gave the moon her ſilver blaze, 
And lent the glimm'ring ſtars their rays, 
To him the morning owes her crimſon velt ; 
His ſkill with flow'rs-the ſmiling valleys dreſt, 
And cloath'd with various furs the beaſt ; 
In ſhining ſcales he arm'd the finny race, 
And gave the painted birds their plumy grace. 
Nor here creation ceas d; 
With the great work th' almighty Maker pleas'd, 
Still from a brighter copy of his mind, 
He man with godlike faculties deſign'd: 
Surveying then the univerſe around, 
The univerſe his approbation found, 
In ev'ry part with perfect Beauty crown'd. 
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N e Rn e . 
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On LOVE. 


ENUS, the beauteous offspring of the day, 
From thy bright orb dart one propitious ray 5 

Awake the gentleſt paſſions in my breaſt, 
And be thy pow'r thro' all my ſoul confeſt. 
From faithleſs waves thou art but feign'd to riſe, 
Nor gloomy Saturn gave thee to the ſkies ; 
No wanton crowds at Cyprus thee invok'd, 
Nor impious incenſe on thy altars ſmok'd. 


Dr1vins thy lineage, thy reſplendent ſtar, 
With chearful glory glads the fields of air : 
From thee the ſweet, the fertile ſpirit lows, 
That (ſource of life) thro! total nature glows, 8 
And bids her jarring parts one beauteous 4 L L com- 
pole. 


Tu E poets juſtly would thy pomp diſplay, 
In dazzling triumph rolling o'er the fea : 
While all the ranks of life, or ſenſe, that riſe 
In fields, or floods, or thro” the ſpacious ſkies, 
Confeſs the force of thy inſpiring flame, 

And pay their homage to thy mighty name. 


1 70 
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PEPDEEREPPRPPEDPEEEDTED 


To Mrs. ARABELLA MaRRow, 
in the COUNTRY, 


T7 HATE'ER delights the verdant field, 
The grove, and moſſy fountain yield; 
Whate'er the gentle, blooming ſpring, 
Or ſummer in their glory bring; 
Let them all confpire to bleſs © 
Belinda, in her ſoft receſs. _ 
All ye tuneful feather'd throng, 
Salute her in your artleſs ſong. 
Ye Zephyrs flying thro' the vales, 
Meet her with your fragrant pales, 
Ve purling brooks, indulge her ſleep, 
And gently by your borders creep: 
| Whene'er ſhe wanders o'er the green, 
Let all Arcadia there be ſeen. 
May the charming viſions riſe, 
That dance before the poet's eyes, 
When the ſolitary muſe _ 
Does rural ſhades its ſubje& chuſe; 
While nymphs, like Stairs, adorn the ſcene, 
Graceful, like her's, their looks and mien. 


Ye formal follies of the great, 

Nor e'er diſturb this peaceful ſeat. 

No ſound of faction hither fly, 
Ambition, hate, or jealouly ; 


HENSE ye gilded toys of ſtate, | 


No 
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No envious tattle enter here, 


That wrongs the innocent and fair: 
But let the graces and the loves 
Wander round theſe gentle groves, 

And baniſh from Belinda's breaſt, 
Whatever may her joys moleſt; 
While here ſhe finds that ſoft repoſe, 
Which from virtue only flows. 


APASTORAL. 


N vain my muſe would imitate the ſtrains 

Which charm'd the nymphs on Windſor's verdant 
: plains; 

Where Pope, with wondrous art in tuneful lays, 
Won from Appollo's hand immortal bays. 


Tu E morning ſcarce appear'd, when Phillis roſe, 
And call'd Aminta from a ſhort repoſe; 
With cattious ſteps they left the peaceful bow'r, 
Both, by appointment, choſe the filent hour; 
To tell, in rural ſtrains, their mutual care, 
And the ſoft ſecret of their breaſts to ſhare : 
Securely ſeated near a purling ſtream, | 
By turns they ſing, while love ſupplies the theme, 


"PRHILETS. 
Tu x ſtarry lights above are ſcarce expir'd, 
And ſcarce the ſhades from open plains retir'd ; 


The | 


... d IS uv 


— 
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The tuneful lark has hardly ſtretch'd her wing, 
And warbling linnets juſt begin to ſing; - 
Nor yet induſtrious bees their hives forſake, 
Nor ſkim the fiſh the ſurface of the lake. 


. FS I, © 8” Ih 

Nox yet the flow'rs diſcloſe their various hue, 
But fold their leaves, oppreſt with hoary dew ; 
Blue miſts around conceal the neighb'ring hills, 
And duſky fogs hang o'er the murm'ring rills ; 
While Z-phyr faintly ſighs among the trees, 
And moves the branches with a lazy breeze: 
No jovial pipe reſounds along the plains, 
Safe in their hamlets ſleep the drowſy ſwains. 


| PH £-LL-4-8. 

Fox me Mirtillo fighs; the charming youth 
Perſuades with ſo much eloquence and truth, 
Whene'er he talks, my flocks unheeded ſtray; 

To hear him I could linger out the day, 
Urtir'd 'till night, till all the ſtars were gone, 
Till o'er the eaſtern hills the morn came on. 


AMINT 4. 
Fork me Silvander pines, as full of truth, 
In ſecret too, perhaps, I love the youth ; 
Yet treat bim ill, while with diſſembled pride 
I mock his vows, his ſoft complaints deride ; 
And fly him ſwifter than a ſportive fawn 
Skips thro' the woods, and dances o'er the lawn. 


PHIL LIS. 
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| P HILL: 1:8. 
UNPRACT15S'D in the turns of female art, 
My looks declare the meaning of my heart ; 
To own ſo juſt and innocent a flame, 
Can fix no blemiſh on a virgin's name: | 
When firſt my lips the tender truth expreſs'd, 
A thouſand joys Mirtills's eyes confeſs'd. 


AMINT 4. 
No boaſting ſwain ſuch truths from me ſhall hear, 
Such words ſhall never reach Silvander's ear. 


With 77e once, his favour'd dog, I play'd, 


Which from his maſter thro' the woods had ſtray d; 
Still on the path my watchful eyes I kept, 
When from the thicket the pleas'd owner ſtept; 
His ſmiling looks an inward joy confeſs'd, 

To find by me the darling dog careſs'd: 

Surpriz'd, from off my lap his dog I threw, 

And ſwift as lightning thro' the foreſt flew. 


„ 

Wu NE ER Mirtillo's ſportive kid I find, 
With wreathing flow'rs his twiſted horns I bind, 
And fondly ſtroke him in his maſter's fight, 

Nor e'er abuſe the harmleſs thing in ſpight, 
Or think the guiltleſs favour worth my flight. 


JX MINT A. 

Tur nymphs and ſwains Apollo's revels grac'd, 
In ſprightly dances the ſmooth green they trac'd ; 
Silvander begg'd I would his partner ſtand, 

I turn'd, and gave to Corilas my hand, 


PHIL. 


—_ 
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PHIL 48 
I To Mzrtillo did my hand refuſe; © 
But after that, no other ſwain would chuſe: 
At Cynthia's revels Hylas ſtrove in vain, 
And Lycidas the favour to obtain. 


4 MINT 4 
ABasxErT of the fineſt ruſhes wrought, ? 


With jeſſ' min, pinks, and purple vi'lets fraught, 
With modeſt zeal, to me Silvander brought: 

His preſent I rejected with diſdain, 

And threw the fragrant treaſures on the plain. 
Soon as the youth retir'd, with wond'rous care 

I ſearch'd them round, nor would one bloſſom ſpare 
- With ſome, in wreaths, my curling locks I grac'd, 
And others nicely in my boſom plac'd. 


; PHILLI1S. 
FRESH ſprigs of myrtle oft my breaſt adom, 
And roſes gather'd in a dewy morn: | | 
Of all the garden's flow'ry riches, theſe 
Myrtillo loves, and I his fancy pleaſe. 


| : AMINT 4. 
SILV ANDER told a ſecret in my ear, 

Which twice I made pretences not to hear ; 

He nearer drew, invited to the hliſs, | 

And in the am'rous whiſper ſtole a kiſs. 

My riſing bluſhes the bold theft reveal'd, 

Dorinda ſcarce from laughing out with-held : 
Ih left the ſhepherd, feign'd myſelf enrag'd, 
And with his rival in diſcourſe engag d. 


PHIL: 
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PHILLIS. 
T x yonder bow'r I fate, when tow'rds the place 

Mirtillo haſten'd with a lover's pace; 

I feign'd myſelf to careleſs fleep refign'd, 

My head againſt a moſly bank reclin'd ; 

Approaching near, ſweet may thy ſlumbers be, 

He ſoftly cry'd, and all thy dreams of me 

I laugh'd, nor longer could conceal the cheat, 
But told the am'rous youth the fond deceit. 


AMINT 4. 
Wren in the echoing vale Silvander plays, 

And on his reed performs the rural lays, 

Behind the ſhading trees I oft” retire, 

And undiſcover'd, the ſweet notes admire: 

But when in public I his numbers heard, 

To his, unſkilful Egon's I prefer'd; 
Tho' with the ſwan's expiring melody, 

The cuckow's tireſome note as well may vye. 


HUI. 

WU ATE ER Mirtillo dictates meets applauſe, 
His voice attention ſtill as midnight draws; 
His voice more gentle than the ſummer's breeze, 
That mildly whiſpers. thro' the trembling trees; 
Soft as the nightingale's complaining ſong, 

Or murm'ring currents as they roll along; 
Without diſguiſe the ſkilful youth I praiſe, 
Admire his numbers, and repeat his lays. 


ah 
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. SH Veer er ES Ween Uand? 
Ver H Ver an . 


On the death of Mr. THOMAS Rowe. 


1 N what ſoft language ſhall my thoughts get free, 
a My dear Alexis, when I talk of the? 
Ye muſes, graces, all ye gentle train 

Of weeping loves, aſſiſt the penſive train ! 

But why ſhould I implore your moving art? 

Tis but to ſpeak the dictates of my heart, 

And all that knew the charming youth will join 
Their friendly fighs, and pious tears to mine: 

For all that knew his merit muſt confeſs, 

In grief for him there can be no exceſs. 


His ſoul was form'd to act each glorious part 
Of life, unſtain'd with vanity, or art. 
No thaught within his gen'rous mind had birth, 
But what he might have own'd to heav'n and earth. 
Practis'd by him, each virtue grew more bright, 
And ſhone with more than its own native light. 
Whatever noble warmth could recommend 
The juſt, the active, and the conſtant friend, 
Was all his own———but, oh! a dearer name, 
And ſofter ties my endleſs forrow claim ; 
Loſt in deſpair, diſtracted, and forlorn, 
The lover I, and tender huſband mourn. 
Whate'er to ſuch ſuperior worth was due, 
Whate'er exceſs the fondeſt paſſion knew, 
I felt for thee, dear youth ; my joy, my care, 
My prayers themſelves were thine, and only where 
Thou waſt concern'd, my virtue was ſincere, 


| When- 
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Whene'er I begg'd for bleſſings on thy head, 
Nothing was cold, or formal, that I ſaid; 

My warmeſt vows to Heav'n were made for thee, 
And love ſtill mingled with my piety. 


O THOU waſt all my glory, all my pride! 
Thro' life's uncertain paths, my conſtant guide: 
Regardleſs of the world, to gain thy praiſe, 
Was all that could my juſt ambition raiſe. 


Way has my heart this fond engagement known? 
Or why has Heav'n diſſolv'd the tie ſo ſoon ? 
Why was the charming youth ſo form'd to move? 

Or why was all my ſoul ſo turn'd for love? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
Where ſo much worth and eloquence could plead. 
For he could talk——'twas ecſtaſy to hear, 
'T was joy, *twas harmony to ev'ry ear! 
Eternal muſic dwelt upon his tongue, 
Soft and tranſporting as the muſe's ſong : 
Liſt'ning to him, my cares were charm'd to reſt, 
And love, and filent rapture fill'd my breaſt; 
Unheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
And time was only meaſur'd by delight. 
I hear the lov'd, the melting accents ſtill, 
And ſtill the kind, the tender tranſport feel: 
Again I ſee the ſprightly paſſions riſe, 
And life and pleaſure ſparkle in his eyes. 
My fancy paints him now with ev'ry grace, 
But, ah! the dear deluſion mocks my fond embrace; 
The ſmiling viſion takes its haſty flight, 
And ſcenes of horror ſwim before my ſight. 


_—_— 


Grief, 
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Grief and deſpair in all their terrors riſe, 

- A dying lover pale and gaſping lies ; 

Each diſmal cjrcumſtance appears in view, 

The fatal object is for ever new: 


His anguiſh, with the quickeſt ſenſe [I feel, 
And hear this ſad, this moving language ſtill. 


My deareſt wife! my laſt, my fondeſt care! 
Sure Heav'n for thee will hear a dying pray'r : 
Be thou the charge of ſacred Providence, 
When I am gone, be that thy kind defence ; 
Ten thouſand ſmiling bleſſings crown thy head, 
When I am cold, and number'd with the dead. 
Think on thy vows, be to my mem'ry juſt, | 
My future fame and honour are thy truſt. 
From all engagements here I now am free, 
But that which keeps my ling'ring ſoul with thee. 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell, 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting feel: 
But haſte to meet me on thoſe happy plains, | 
Where mighty love in endleſs triumph reigns. 


Fs ceas'd; then gently yielded up his breath, 
And fell a blooming ſacrifice to death: 

But, oh! what words, what numbers can expreſs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diſtreſs? 
Why did they tear me from thy breathleſs clay ; 

I ſhould have ſtaid, and wept my life away. 

Yet, gentle ſhade, whether thou now doſt rove 
Thro' ſome bleſt vale, or ever-verdant grove; 
One moment. lien to my grief, and take 

The ſofteſt vows that conſtant love can make. 


"Pp 
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Fo thee all thoughts of pleaſure I forego, 
For thee my tears ſhall never ceaſe to flow; 
For thee at once I from the world retire, 
To feed, in ſilent ſhades, a hopeleſs fire. 
My boſom all thy image ſhall retain, 
The full impreſſion there ſhall Kill remain. 
As thou haſt taught my conſtant heart to prove 
The nobleſt height and elegance of love; 
That ſacred paſſion I to thee confine, 
My ſpotleſs faith ſhall be for ever thine, 


2 DNV SOT * 
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55 


On the anniverſary return of the day _ 
which Mr. RowE died. 


NHAPPY day! with what a diſmal light , 


Doſt thou appear to my alited fight ? 
In vain the chearful ſpring returns with thee, 


There is no future chearful ſpring for me. 


Wu LE my Alexis withers in the tomb, 
Untimely cropt, nor ſees a ſecond bloom, | 
The faireſt ſeaſon of the changing year, 

A wild and wintry aſpect ſeems to wear; 

The flow'rs no moie their former beauty boaſt, 
Their painted hue, and fragrant ſcents are loſt; 
The joyous birds their harmony prolong, 

But, oh! I find no mukic in their fong. 


V moſſy caves, ye groves, and ſilver ſtreams, 
(The muſes lov'd retreats, and gentle themes) 


— —— ——— 
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Ye verdant fields, no more your landſcapes pleaſe, 
Nor give my ſoul one interval of eaſe; 
Tranquility and pleaſure fly your ſhades, 

And reſtleſs care your ſolitude invades. - 

Nor the till ev'ning, nor the roſy dawn, 

Nor moon-light glimm'ring o'er the dewy lawn, 
Nor ſtars, nor ſun, my gloomy fancy chear ; 

But heav'n and eatth a diſmal proſpe& wear : 

That hour that ſnatch'd Alexis from my arms, 
Rent from the face of nature all its charms. 


- Uxnnayyy day! be ſacred ſtill to grief, 

A grief too obſtinate for all relief; 

On thee, my face ſhall never wear a ſmile, 

No joy, on thee, ſhall &er my heart beguile. 
Why does thy light again my eyes moleft ? 

Why am I not with thee, dear youth, at reſt ? 
When ſhall I, ſtretched upon my duſty bed, 
Forget the toils of life, and mingle with the dead? 


7% PHILOME LA. 


Occaſi oned b her POE M on the death of her 
HusBanD. | 


Ret, | 
HILE you in ſoft harmonious ſtrains bewail 
Your dear Alexis, we attend the tale, 
And loſe our grief, as kinder thoughts prevail. 
II, JusTLY 
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| II. 

Jus rx you tell what merit in him ſhone, 
Yet, tho' unartfully, you then make known, 
In more reſplendent rg aca your own. 


| - IHE 

| "Twas thought unjuſt by his unſpotted mind, 
Such matchleſs worth ſhould be to «ze confin'd; 
So modeſtly he all his right reſign'd. 


IV. 


S1NCE then you muſt the /acred paſſion move 
In each admiring ſwain, how can you prove 
To him more faithful, than once more to love ? 


CP EDEPNEREI Der ar Na GN 
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To the Av THOR of the foregoing VersEs. 


ETRACT thy impious lines, too guilty youth! 
Nor wreſt the laws of conſtancy and truth. 
Should cruel death, amidſt thy ſofteſt charms 
Of youth and wit, from ſome fond woman's arms 
Tear thy reluctant ſoul, thus may ſhe prove 
For thee, the heights of gratitude and love! 
7 Whate'er ſuch early worth as thine might claim, 
Whate'er the public owes thy future fame; 
O let the penſive fair thy rules obey, 
Be grateful in thy own-exalted way, 
And by a ſecond choice thy yows repay ! 
Thus let her tender heart thy merit mourn, 
And all thy blooming ardor thus return ; 


TT ——— 
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With pious care tranſmit the facred flame, 
And add immortal honours to thy name: 
When thou haſt modeſtly thy right reſign d, 

And left the gentle charmer unconſo'd, bas: 
To ſhine aan on all mankind. 


e e e 


e RE SIGN ATI O N. 
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| Unfit to ſhare a heart ſo juſtly thine ; 
Nor can the heay'nly call unwelcome be, 
That Kill invites my ſoul more near to thee; 
Thou doſt but take the dying lamps away, 

To bleſs me with thy own unmingled day. 
Ve ſhades, ye phantoms, and ye dreams, adieu! 
With ſmiles I now your parting glories view. 

1 ſee the hand, I worſhip, 1 adore, 

And juſtify the great diſpoſing Pow'r. 

Divine advantage ! O immortal gan: 
Why ſhould my fond, ungrateful heart complain? ? 
Whate'er of beauty i in his ample round 

The ſun ſurveys, in thee is brighter found; 
Whate'er the ſkies, in all their ſplendid coſt, 
Their beamy pride, and majeſty can boaſt; 
Whate'er the reſtleſs mind of man deſires; 
Whate'er an angel's vaſter thought admires ; 3 
In thee 'tis found in its unchanging height, 
Thou firſt great ſpring of beauty and delight ! 


11 


— 
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What have I loſt of excellent; or fair, 

Of kind, or good, that thou can'ſt not 8 8 
What have I loſt of truth or amity, | 

But what deriv'd its gentle ſource from thee > 

What is there here of excellence, or grace, 
Which one bright ſmile from thee would not efface? 
At one kind look, one ſparkling glance of _ 1 
Created POR muſt languiſh and decline. 


'Tis done, at laſt, the great deciding part! 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 
Tt pants for joys which that can ne' er beſtow, 
And ſpreads it ſelf too wide for all below ; 

It leaves the vaſt creation far behind, 

And preſſes forward free and unconfin'd : 

I fee a boundleſs proſpect {till before, 

And dote upon my former joys no more ; * 
Celeſtial paſſions kindle in my ſoul, 

And every low, inglorious thought controul. 

O conie! ye ſacred guſts, ye pure delights, 

| Ye heav'nly ſounds, ye intellectual ſights; 

Ve gales of paradiſe that lull to reſt, 

And fill with ſilent calms the peaceful breaſt; 
With you, tranſporting hopes, that boldly riſe, 
And ſwell, in bliſsful- torrents, to the ſkies; 
That ſoar with angels on their ſplendid wings, 
And {earch th* arcana of celeſtial things. 

Here let me dwell, and bid the world adieu, 
And ſtill converſe, ye glorious ſcenes, with you. 
Keep far away, for ever far from hence, 

Ye gaudy ſhews, and flatt'ring ſnares of ſenſe; 
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Ye gay varieties on earth, adieu 

However ſoft, and pleaſing to the view: 

And all ye dazzling wonders of the ſkies, 
Ev'n you my now aſpiring thoughts deſpiſe ; 

No more your blandiſhments my heart detain, 
Beauty and pleaſure make their court in vain ; 
Objects divine and infinite in view, 

Seize all wy pow'rs, ye fading toys, from you. | 


T 1s finiſh'd now, the great deciding part 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 
It triumps in the change, it fixes here, 

Nor needs another ſeparation fear. 

No fatal chance thro? endleſs years ſhall riſe, 
The ſeries of my pleaſures to ſurpriſe ; 

No various ſcenes to come, no change of place 
Shall e'erthy image from my ſoul efface; 
Nor life, nor death, nor diſtant height above, 
Nor depths below, ſhall Fr me from * love. 


| r 1 


An A er * 


1 T7 nn, from the Italian of PETRUCC1, 


Contentatevi, o cieli chiariſſimi, &c. 


ERMIT ne, O ye radiant ſkies, 


On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 


While you the envious curtains prove, _ 


That from my fight conceal my love, 


I know 


Ve 
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I know my guilty eyes unmeet 
The ſplendor of the ſtars to greet, 
And more deſerve to view below 
The caves where ſtreams of ſulphur glow : 
Theſe proſpects all my ſoul confound, 
My hopes in vaſt deſpair are drown'd ; 
Till I the glorious methods trace, 
The triumphg of almighty grace; 
When thus my ſoul tranſported cries, 
Permit me, O ye radiant ſkies, | 0 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
While you the envious curtains prove, 


That hid. foe olijcet of my love. 


Y x flarry liebes ye gaudy flames, 
That dech the ſpheres wii golden beams, 
You, that pave the milky way, 5 
You that conſtant rules obey, | 5 
Or wand'ring, thro' the ether, ſtray; 
In your gay courſes ye declare 
How much more bright thoſe glories are, 
By everlaſting love prepar'd 
Unſhaken virtue to reward, | 
Thy joys, vain world, no more invite 
My flatter'd ſenſe to falſe delight; 
Celeſtial objects fire my ſoul, 
And ev'ry humbler wiſh controul. 
Permit me thin, ye radiant ſkies, 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
For you the envious curt«ins pi 0Ve, 


That from my fight conceal my lowe. 


Vol, I. . 5 Ce! | | Bur 
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B r while I fondly gaze on you, 
And bid all human things adieu, 

Your beauties all my pain renew. 

Then view the anguiſh of my breaſt, 
With love, impatient love, diſtreſt ; 
'Thoſe interpoſing clouds divide, 

That all my joys and treaſure hide; 
But you are deaf, _—Ye ſons of light, 
That gaze on the tranſporting ſight, 
And loſe yourſelves in vaſt delight; 
That know the boundleſs heights of love, 
Yet nothing but its pleaſures prove; 
Oh! tell me where my Lord to find, 
For you are ſtill to mortals kind; 

Yet now, regardleſs of my care, 

You leave to winds my fruitleſs pray'r: 
Permit me then, ye radiant ſkies 

On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 
Since you the envious curtains prove, 


That from n fight conceal my love. 


Tuo charming author of my pain, 
Let me at laſt my ſuit obtain; 
Or if deny's fo high a grace, 
In the bright Kies to view thy face, 
Thy paths I'd thro' ſome deſart trace; 
Savage as that, where thou the ſcorn 
| Of tempting fiends, for me haſt borne ; 
[| Or to the diſmal garden's ſhade, 
| Where terrors did thy ſoul invade ; 
Or let me climb, to follow thee, 
The painful ſteep of Calvary: 
5 Howeret 
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However gloomy be the place, 

May I but there behold thy face; 

A paradiſe to me twill prove, 

High heav'n, and all the joys above: 

But, ah! my pray'rs are ſtill deny'd, 

And ſtill thou doſt thy beauties hide. 

Permit me then, ye radiant flics, 

On your gay heights to fix mine ces 4 

Since you the envious curtains prove, 


That hide the object of my love. 


888828298 


On the Diving GooODNESS. | 


WAKE, my ſoul, and to th' Almighty King, 
In lofty trains, triumphant praiſes ſing ; 
Let all thy pow'rs their noblelt force excite, Cn | 
And ſpread his glory with ſincere delight ; 
Extol him with uninterrupted joy, | 
And let his love thy longeſt breath employ. 
O come, you bleſt adorers of his name, 
And liſten while his goodneſs I proclaim : 
But, oh! my trembling tongue attempts in vain 
The boundleſs ſubject, in a mortal ſtrain ; 
ome angel lend me his melodious lyre, 
ind with celeſtial ſkill my breaſt inſpire ; 
On wings of ſacred rapture let me riſe 
ind join my hallelujahs with the ſkies. 
but, mighty God, how ſhall a mortal worm, 
\ ſpan of earth, the glorio! 144. perform ? 


1 94 
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Swallow'd in pleaſure and divine ſurprize, 

I view thy love's unbounded myſteries : 

In all thy wond'rous paths I gladly trace 

Indulgent goodneſs and ſtupendous grace. 

When I the dreadful precipice ſurvey, 

Where thoughtleſs and inſenſible I lay; 

While fiery billows rolled along below, 

And gaping gulphs ſhew'd ſcenes of endleſs woe ; 
Twas then, *twas then, unmeaſurable love 

Did to my ſoul its glorious methods prove. 


P's AI ½ 1 Ni. 


GOD, my firſt, my laſt, my ſtedfaſt choice, 

My boundleſs bliſs, the ſpring of all my joys! 
I' worſhip thee before the filver moon, 
With ſilent pace has reach'd her cloudy noon ; 
Before the ſtars the midnight ſkies adorn, 
Long, long before the ſlow approach of morn. 
Thee I'll invoke, to thee glad anthems ſing, 
And with my voice join each harmonious ſtring : 
The midnight echoes at thy name ſhall wake, 
And on their wings the joyful burthen take; 
While one bright ſmile from thee, one pleaſing ray, 
Thro' the ſtill ſhades ſhall dart celeſtial day. 


As the ſcorch'd trav'ller in a deſart land, 
Tracing, with weary ſteps, the burning ſand ; 


And 


— 
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And fainting underneath the fierce extremes 
Of raging thirſt, longs for refreſhing ſtreams ; 
So pants my ſoul, with fuch an eager ſtrife 
I follow thee, the ſacred ſpring of ne. 


OrEN the W treafures of thy grace, 
And let me once more ſee thy lovely face; | 
As I have feen thee in thy bright abode, 

When all my pow'rs confeſt the preſent God. 


THERE I could fay,. and mark the happy place, 
Twas there I did his glorious foot ſteps trace; 
'Twas there (O let me raiſe an altar there !) 

I ſaw as much of heav'n as mortal ſenſe could bear; ; 
There from his eyes I met the heav'nly beam, 
That kindled in my ſoul this deathleſs flame. 


LIE, the moſt valu'd good that mortals prize, 
Compar'd to which, we all things elſe deſpiſe 
Life, in its vig'rous pride, with all that's ſtor'd 
In the extent of that important word ; 

Ev'n life itſelf, my God, without thy love, 

A tedious round of vanity would prove. 

Grant me thy love, be that my glorious lot, 
Swallow'd in that, be all things elſe forgot ! | 
And while thoſe heav'nly flames my brealt inſpire, 
I'll call up all my pow'rs, and touch the tuneful lyre .. 
With all the eloquence of grateful lays, 

I'll ſing thy goodneſs, and recite thy praiſe. 
The charming theme ſhall {till my ſoul employ, 
And give me foretaſtes of immortal joy 


„ With 
And 


And praiſe thee till the golden morning riſe; 
Thoſe ſilent hours ſhall conſecrated be, 
And thro? the liſt'ning ſhades I'll ſend my vows to thee. 
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With filent rapture, not to be expreſt, 

My eager wiſhes here ſhall richly feaſt. 
When ſullen night its gloomy curtains ſpreads, 
And ſoothing ſleep its drowly influence ſheds z 
I'll baniſh flatt'ring ſlumbers from my eyes, 


PSATLM LXXII. 


| es Prince of righteouſneſs and peace, 
he hope of all mankind ! 
The poor, in thy unblemiſh'd reign, 

Shall free protection find. 


SECURE of juſt redreſs, to thee - 
Th' oppreſs'd his cauſe ſhall bring ; 

While with the fruits of. facred peace 
The joyful fields ſbe l ſpring. 


| 
T x 8 0' endleſs years thy glorious name 
. . The righteous ſhall adore, 
When ſun and moon have run their courſe, 
And meaſure time no more, 


Tuo u ſhalt deſcend like the ſoft drops 
| Of kind celeſtial dews; / 
Or as a ſhow'r, whoſe gentle fall 
The 7 ſpring tene ws. 
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Tn E juſt ſhall flouriſh in thy days, 
And ſacred truth abound, 

While in the {kies the changing moon 
Reſtores her nightly round. 


Ps ac ſhall with balmy wings o'erſhade | 


Our favour'd walls around : 


With graſs the meads, with plenteous corn 
The mountains ſhall be crown'd. 


AnaNnDEFUL ſcatter'd on the earth, 
Shall riſe a wond'rous crop; - 
The loaded talks ſhall bend like trees 
On Lebanon's high top. - 


T y glory no eclipſe ſhall ſee, 
But thine divinely bright, 
While from his orb the radiant ſun 


ConverrTeEvp nations, bleſt in thee, 
Shall magnify thy grace, 

Call thee their glorious Ranſomer, 

And hope of all their race. 


Wi r love and ſacred rapture fir'd, 
Thy lofty name we'll fing : 

Thou only wond'rous things haſt done, 
The everlaſting King ! 


G 4 
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From all the corners of the earth 
Let grateful praiſe aſcend : 
Let loud Amens, and joyful ſhouts, 
The ſtarry convex rend. 


DERELEEE En ALS = 8 
Ps Ar M CXLVI. 


RE PA RE the voice, and tune the joyful lyre, 
And let the glorious theme my ſoul inſpire: 
To thee, my God, I ſing; thy mighty name 
With heav'nly rapture ſhall my ſoul inflame. 

My tuneful homage fhall like incenſe riſe, 

And glad the air, and reach th' approving ſkies ; 
While life and breath remain, the facred ſong 
Shall fill my breaſt, and dwell upon my tongue. 


As ſome fair ſtructure, whoſe firm baſis lies 
On ſtrength of rocks, the threat'ning winds defies ; 
So ſtedfaſtly my hopes on Heav'n are plac'd, 
Nor earth, nor hell, my confidence can blaſt. 
Let others ſtill for human help attend, 
And on the flatt'ries of the great depend; 
Relentleſs death ſhall mock their airy truſt, 
And lay their boaſted confidence in duſt, 
As the fantaſtick viſions of the night, 

Before the op'ning morning take their flight; 
So periſh all the boaſts of men, their pride, 
And vain deſigns, the laughing ſkies deride. 


— - 
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B ur he alone ſecurely guarded lives, 
To whom the mighty God protection gives; 
The mighty God, who made the ſtedfaſt earth, 
And gave the ſprings that ſwell the ocean birth; 
Who form'd the ſtars, and ſpread the circling ſkies, 
And bade the ſun in all his glory riſe : 
No breach of faithfulneſs his honour ſtains, 
With day and night his word unckang'd remains : 
On human woes he looks with pitying eyes, 
To help th' oppreſs'd, and anſwer all their cries ; 
The orphan's ſoft complaint, and widow's tears, 
Obtain redreſs, and fix his liſt' ning ears: 
His throne from changes ſtands for ever free, 
And his dominion ſhall no period ſee. 


IPN N YYY 
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CA N T. . 


Ve thy heav'nly beauties from my ſight! 
I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial light. 
The dazzling luſtre of thy eyes controul, 
Their. pointed glories wound my tender ſoul ; 
I cannot yet theſe ſacred tranſports bear, 
Too feeble I, thou too divinely fair. 
Return to the gay climes of day again, 
Celeſtial frames thy ſplendor may ſuſtain; 
Acquainted with thoſe bright, thote bleſt extremes, 
With ſtedfaſt eyes they meet thy glorious beams ; 
Unveil'd they view the radiant Deity, 5 


Loſt in the heights of bliſsful ecſtaſy ; 
But, oh! theſe flights are too ſublime for me; 
| G 5 Theſe 
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Theſe raptures would my brittle frame deftroy, x : 
And overcome me with excels of joy : 

Then veil thy heay'nly beauties from my ſight, 

I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial light. 


Nl. . . 


8E T me as a ſignal on thy heart, 

And let the deep impreſſion ne'er depart ! 
O let me ne'er by thee abandon'd prove! 
I were undone, if thou ſhould change tby love; 
I could no greater mis'ry undergo, 
'Twere hell itſelf, the blackeſt hell of woe! 
My hopes, my joys are plac'd in thee alone, 
Robb'd of thy ſmiles and favour, all were gone. 
My life, my happineſs depends on thee, 
Without thee, what were all the world to me ? 
J ſhould deteſt the light and vital air, 


And waſte my days in ſorrow and deſpair, 


Forgive my fears, the fure effect of love, 


Its mighty force and violence'they prove. 
The thoughts of loſing thee I cannot bear, , 


Leſs cruel death, than that tormenting fear; 


It blaſts my blooming joys, diſturbs my reſt, 
And fills with deep anxiety my breaſt : | 
That thou mayſt once my wretched ſoul deſert, 


This cruel doubt wounds my deſponding heart. 


A BY MN. 
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V E pure inhabitants of licht, 
Ve virgin minds above, 


That feel the ſacred violence, 
And mighty force of love. 


By all your boundleſs joys, by all 
| Your love to humankind, 


I charge you to inſtru me where 
My abſent Lord to find, 


T'v x ſearch'd the pleaſant vales and plains, 
And clim'd the hills around; 

But no glad tidings of my love, 
Among the ſwains have found. 


I' v oft invok'd him in the ſhades, 
By ev'ry ſtream and rock ; 

The roeks, the ſtreams, and echoing ſhades, 
My vain induſtry mock. 


I Tx ac'D the city's noiſy ſtreets 
And told my cares aloud ; 
But no intelligence could meet 
, Among the thoughtleſs crowd. 


I 5xaARcCH'D 
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Is EARCH' p the temple add, for there 
He oſt' has bleſt my ſight, 

And half unveil'd, of his lov'd face 
Diſclos'd the heav'nly light. 


B uv T with theſe glorious views, no more 

| I feaſt my raviſh'd eyes, | 
For veiled with interpoſing clouds, 

My eager ſearch he flies. 


O, coup I in ſome deſart land 
His ſacred foot - ſteps trace, 

I'd with a glad devotion kneel, 
And bleſs the happy place. 


I* o follow him o'er burning ſands, 
Or where perpetual ſnow 
With horrid aſpect clothes the ground, 
YN; To find my Lord ”" 80. | 


N OR 1 * ſhould ay my ene, 
Nor unfrequented ſhore, 

Nor craggy Alps, nor deſart waſtes 
Where hungry lions roar. | 


Tux o' ranks of interpoſing deaths 
To his embrace [I'd fly, 

And to enjoy his bliſsful ſmiles, 
Would be content to die 


ETO BUS 


+ 
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e 


Ex opus III. xiv. I am that I ani. 


HAT E' ER thou art, to thee, and thee alone, 
The firſt almighty Cauſe of all, is known ; 
Yet would I ftrive ambitiouſly to raiſe 
- My voice to the delightful work of praiſe: 
But oh; what human words thoſe heights can reach? 
What bolder thought the flight divine can ſtretch? 
Ev'n angels, in their ſweeteſt ecſtacy, DL 
When they behold the ſmiling Deity, 2 
Their want of pow'r and eloquence confeſs, 
When they thy boundleſs glories would expreſs ; 
In heav'n they find no metaphors for thee, 
And what reſemblance then can mortals ſee ? 


YET I muſt talk, and talk of thee alone, 
Be to my tongue all other themes unknown: 

In holy ſongs I would my filence break, 

In raptures, everlaſting raptures ſpeak. 

O, tis the work of heav'n, almighty King! 
To love, adore, and thy high praiſes ſing ; 

And this my everlaſting bliſs ſhall be, 

My lips ſhall talk, my heart ſhall fix on thee. 
Thy excellence, and ev'ry glorious name 

To angels known, ſhall feed the holy flame : 

F then ſhall ſee thee lovely as thou art, 

And feel what boundleſs j Joys thy ſmiles impart ; 
The beatific ſcene, without controul, 
Shall open all its ſplendor on my foul, _ | 
. ot A SONG FI 
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. A SONG of FE AIR. 


REP ARE, my ſoul, thy nobleſt lays, 
| And ſpeak thy great deliv'rer's praiſe, 

Awake, my voice, and pentle lute, 

Nor let one grateful firing be mute; 
And, oh! ye facred pow'rs of love, 

Let me all your influence prove: 

Ye heav'nly virtues, guide my tongue, 
Or teach me ſome celeſtial ſong ; 

Such as your own flame inſpires, 

When you touch your golden lyres ; 

And in the fair ethereal bow'rs, 

Sing away your happy hours. 


BuGn, begin the tuneful lays, 
While the morning's early rays 
All their golden luſtre fpread 
O'er the tow'ring mountains head ; 
Nor ceaſe till noon, till fable night 
Conceal the world from mortal ſight. 


From the loweſt depths of care, 
To God I ſend a doubtful prayer; 
vet he lent a gracious ear, 
And ſcatter'd all my groundleſs fear. 


Wal theſe lips draw vital breath, 
Till I cloſe my eyes in death, Ed 
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I'll ne'er forget thy wond'rous love, 
Nor thoughtleſs of thy favours prove, 

Beneath thy ſhadowing wings defence 

I'll place my only confidence; 

In ev'ry danger and diſtreſs, 

To thee I will my pray'r addreſs. 

Let all my hopes on earth be loſt, 
In thee I'll make my conſtant boaſt ; 
I'll ſpread the glories of thy name, 

And thy unbounded love proclaim. 


Vo v that fink in dark deſpair, 
To God direct your humble pray'r ; 
From his lofty ſeat he hears * 
Our ſad complaints, and drys our tears; 
He regards the penſive breaſt, 
And gives the weary pilgrim reſt ; 
On human mis'ries, from his throne 
With ſoft compaſſion he looks down ; 
The weight of all our grief he knows, 
And ſeems to ſhare our ſecret woes. 


Lon p, what is man, that he ſhould prove 
The object of ſuch boundleſs love? | 

Whence can ſuch wond'rous bounty ſpring, 
To ſuch a vain and worthleſs thing? 

Why ſhould he ſo largely ſhare 

Thy favour, and thy tender care? 

Why thy ſacred thoughts employ, 

In the heights of perfect joy ? 


OLer 
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O LET ev'ry grateful tongue 
Speak thy praiſe in lofty ſong ; 
And thou, my ſoul, join all thy pow'rs, 
In this bleſt work employ thy hours. 


* A . J. vil. 


TELL me thou, for whom I prove 
The ſofteſt languiſhments of love, 
Thou, dearer than all human things, 
From whom my pureſt pleaſure (ſprings, 
Thou lovely obje& of my care, 
Whom more than life I prize by far; 
O tell me in what verdant mead, 
Or flow'ry vale, thy flocks are fed ; 
Or by what flver current's ſide, | 
Thou gently doſt their footſteps guide? 
Inſtruct me to what ſhade they run, 
The noon day's icorching heat to ſhun. 
They follow thee, they hear thy voice, 
And at the well-known ſound rejoice : 
O let me too that muſic hear, 
Let one kind whiſper reach mine ear; 
My ſoul ſhall that ſoft call obey, 
Nor longer from thee wildly tray. 


CANT.- 
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C A N T. chap. V. 


HE night had now her gloomy curtains ſpread, 
And ev'ry chearful beam of light was fled ; 
This diſmel night, my Lord, who ne'er before 
Had met a cold refuſal at my door, 
Approach'd, and with a voice divinely ſweet, 
My ears with theſe perſuading words did greet, 
My faireſt ſpouſe, my ſiſter, and my love l 
(But, ah! no more theſe charming names could move) 
* Ariſe, for thro' the midnight ſhades and dew 
I thee, the object of my cares, purſue.” 


H1 s heav'nly voice and moving words I heard, 
And kney the bleſt deſign my Lord prepar'd ; 
But long, with poor excuſes, I delay'd, 

And careleſs ſtretch'd on my enticing bed. 

Tir'd with my cold delay, © Farewel, he cries : 

Theſe killing words my fainting ſoul ſurprize ; 

With fear diſtracted to the door I run, | 

But, oh ! the treaſure of my life was gone ; 
Yet of his recent preſence ſigns I found, 

For heav'nly fragrance fill'd the air around. 

I rove wherever love directs my feet, 

And call aloud, but no return could meet ; 

Echoes alone to my complaint reply 

In mournful ſounds, as thro' the ſhades I fly. 

I from the watchmen hop'd, in vain, relief, 

With cruel ſcorn they mock'd my pious grief. _ 
: Bu 
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But you, Jeruſalem's fair daughters, you 

That know what pity to my cares is due, 

O! if you meet the object of my love, 

Tell him what torments for his ſake 1 prove; 
Tell him how tenderly his loſs I moan, 

Tell him that all my joys with him are gone, 
Tell him his preſence makes my heav'n ; and tell, 
O tell him, that his abſence is my hell! 


W 1 Ar bright perfeQions does he then poſſeſs, 
For whom thou doſt this tender n expreſs? 


Of he's diſtinguiſh'd from all human race, 
By ſuch peculiar, ſuch immortal grace, 
That you among ten thouſand may deſery 
His heav'nly form, and find for whom I die. 
There's nothing which on earth we lovely call, 
But be ſurpaſſes, far ſur paſles all. 
He's fairer than the ſportſ orbs of light, 
Nor falling ſnow, compar'd to him, is white, 
The roſes that his lovely face adorn, | 
Out-bluſh the purple glories of the morn. 
The waving ringlets of his graceful hair, 
Black as the ſhining plumes the ravens wear. 
His eyes would win the moſt obdurate heart, 
ViRorious love in ey'ry lock they dart. 
His balmy lips diffuſe diving perfumes, 
And on his cheek a bed of ſpices blooms. 
His breaſt, like poliſh'd iv'ry, ſmooth and fair, 
With veins which with the ſaphires may compare. 
Stately his height, as thoſe fair trees which crown, 
With graceful pride, the brow of Lebanon. 


— . 8 * a. "REY A 6 2 e 
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His voice ſo ſweet, no harmony is found | 
On earth to equal the delightful ſound. 
He's altogether lovely——This is he 
So much belov'd, ſo much ador'd by me. 


The SUBMISSION, 


OWEVER hard, wy God, thy terms appear, 
1 Howe'er to ſenſe afflicting and ſevere, 
To any articles I can agree, 
Rather than bear the thoughts of Jofing thee : 
Exact whate'er thou wilt, we'll never part, 
Nothing ſhall force thy image from my heart. 
Thou ſtill art good, howe'er thou deal with me. 
Spotleſs thy truth, unſtain'd thy purity : 
Amidſt my ſuff rings ſtill I'll own thee juſt, 
And in thy wonted mercy firmly truſt. 
Whate'er becomes of ſuch a wretch as me, 
Thy equal ways ſhall till unblemiſh'd be; 
The fons of men ſhall ſtill thy grace proclaim, 
And place their refuge in thy mighty name ; 
Thro' all the wide-extended realms above, 
Bright angels ſhall proclaim thy wond'rous love: 
Ev'n I ſhall yet adore thy wonted grace, 
Tho' darkneſs. now conceals thy lovely face. 
But, oh! how long ſhall I thy abſence mourn? 
When, when wilt thou, my ſun, my life, return? 
Thou only can'ſt my drooping ſoul ſuſtain, 
Of nothing but thy diſtance I complain. 
The 
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DELLS 


The - I 8 H, 
| SHOULD renounce this heart from being mine, 
If all its love were not intirely thine. 
Objects of ſenſe my paſſions may inflame, 
But thou doſt ſill my nobler reaſon claim. 
Could I theſe ſtubborn faculties controul, 
And manage all the motions of my ſoul, 
My ſerious grief by pious tears I'd prove, 
For each offence againſt forgiving love: 
My breaſt ſhould ne'er admit a ſpark of joy, 
But when thy favour did my thoughts employ. 
With early zeal I would myſelf preſent, 
When to thy holy dwelling place I went : 
I'd breathe my ſoul in lofty praiſe to thee, 
And join with angels in their harmony. 
My raviſh'd' heart ſhould at thy table prove 
The heights of ecſtaſy and ſacred love; 
Th' immortal food immortal ſtrength ſhould give, 
On that alone my active hopes ſhould live. 
My hymns ſhould ſtill prevent the riſing ſun, 
Like that, with joy, my vig'rous race I'd run : 
When from his height he downward glory ſtreams, 
My mounting praiſe ſhould meet his noon day beams ; 
And till untir'd to thee, my God, I'd fing, 
While the grey ev'ning ſtretch'd her ſhady wing. 
Thy name and works ſhould be my daily theme, 
And conſtant ſabje& of my nightly dream: 
Celeſtial viſions ſhould employ my ſleep, 
While angels round my bed their watches keep. 


My 
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My life, by one bright courſe of piety, 

And not by months and years ſhovld meaſur'd be. . 
Thy glory all my actions ſhould defign, 

I'd hear no voice, obey no call but thine. 

At thy command I would the world forego, 

And no ſuch things as ſelf or int'reſt know. 

For thee I would my deareſt friend reſign, 

And from my heart blot ev'ry name but thine, 
Thy love, the fountain of my happineſs, 

Thy love ſhould all my raviſh'd ſoul poſſeſs: 

And while I'm thus intirely bleſt in thee, 

No happy monarch ſhould my envy be; 

Loft in the high enjoyment of thy love, 

What glorious mortal could my wiſhes move! ? 
I'd view each charming object as the glaſs, 1 
In which my eyes with vaſt delight ſhould trace c 
The lov'd, tho” faint reſemblance of thy face. 

I'd nothing lovely call, no beauty fee, 

But that which led my riſing ſoul to thee: 

No harmony ſhould e'er my ears rejoice, 
Without the welcome muſic of thy voice. 

Not the bright ſun, in dazzling glory gay, 

Nor the ſoft luſtre of the lunar ray; 

Not all the ſweets that give the ſpring to pleaſe, 
The morning Zephyr, or the ev'ning breeze; 
The murm'ring rill thro' flow'ry borders drawn, 
The ſecret covert, or the open lawn; 

The verdart valley, or the fragrant field, 
Abſtract from thee, ſhould any ſolace yield: 

I'd be inſenſible of all delight, 

But what unſtain'd devotion ſhould excite. 


Money 
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Moa I would ſpeak, but all my words are faint, - 
Celeſtial love, what eloquence can paint ? 
Nor more can be by mortal words expreſt, 


But vaſt eternity mr tell the reſt. 
Ren Wen $I Us Went Wo 
SA AS ASS IE, 


On the works of CREATION. 


) EAUTY complete, and majeſty divine, 
In all thy works, ador'd Creator, ſhine. 
Where'er I caft my wond'ring eyes around, 
The God I ſeek in ev'ry part is found. | 
Purſuing thee, the flow'ry fields I trace, 
And read thy name on ev'ry ſpire of graſs. 
I follow thee thro' many a lonely ſhade, 
And find thee in the ſolitary glade. 
I meet thee in the kind, refreſhing gale, 
That gently paſſes thro' the dewy vale. 
The pink, the jeſſ min, and the purple roſe, 
Perfum'd by thee, their fragrant leaves difcloſe. 
The feather'd choir that welcome in the ſpring, 
By thee were taught their various notes to ſing. 
By thee the morning in her crimſon veſt, 
And ornaments of golden clouds is dreſt. 
The ſun, in all his ſplendor, wears thy beams, 
And drinks in light from thy exhlauſtleſs ſtreams. 
The moon reveals thee by ler glimm' fing ray; 
Unnumber'd ftars thy glorious paths diſplay. 
Amidſt the ſolemn darkneſs of the night, 
The thonghts of God my muſing ſoul delight: | 
| r 
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Thick ſhades and night thy dread pavilion form ; 
In ſtate thou rid'ſt upon the flying ſtorm ; 
While thy ſtrong hand its fierceſt rage reſtrains, 
And holds the wild, unmanag'd winds in reins. 
What ſparklings of thy majeſty appear, 

When thro” the firmament ſwift lightnings glare? 
When peals of thunder fill the ſkies around, 

I hear thy voice in the tremendous ſound. 

But, oh! how ſmall a part is known of thee, 
From all thy works immenſe variety ? 
Whatever mortal men perfection name, 

Thou, in an infinite degree, doſt claim. 


* 


Ax o while I here thy fainteſt ſhadows trace, 

I pine to ſee the glories of thy face; 

Where beauty in its never- changing height, 

And uncreated excellence ſhines bright. 

When ſhall the heav'nly ſcene, without controul, 
Open in dazzling triumph on my ſou] ? 

My pow'rs with all their ardor ſhall adore, 

And languiſh for terreſtrial charms no more. 
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E ſtars that ſparkle in the midnight fkies, 
1 Propitious Love ſhines out in all your eyes; 
Nor does the moon the glorious truth conceal, 
But darts ſoft glances thro? her gloomy veil. 
The ſun comes forth in majeity above, 
And kindles, as he cg, the flames of Love; 
| With 
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With gentle beams he warms the teeming earth, 
And gives ten thouſand various forms their birth. 
Whatever ſhape thou wear'ſt, thy bright abode 
Was from eternity, the mind of God: 
There thou haſt triumph'd in the ſplendid height 
Of uncreated and eſſential light; 

The ſpring, . the fountain of the life divine, 

The conſtaht end of ev'ry great deſign. 


Sri Ir of nature, its informing ſoul ; 
Thou doſt the pow'rs of heav'n and earth controul : 
All the degrees of life and ſenſe that riſe 
In fields, or floods, or thro? the ſpacious ſkies ; 


All feel the force of thy inſpiring flame, 


And joy and triumph in thy mighty name. 

O, thou art all in all! the higheſt end, 

That boundleſs grace and wiſdom could intend ! 

And lengths, and n, and depths, and heights 
above, 

Shall finally be ſwallow'd up of Love: 

No further changes then, but fully bleſt 

The Maker, and his finiſh'd works ſhall reſt. 


On the pidlure of King GEORGE I. 


U CH native goodneſs, ſuch a regal grace 

Was never ſtamp'd on any vulgar face; 
The ſacred characters ſo clearly ſhine, 6 
Twere impious not to own the right divine. 


Part 
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To Mr. PRIOR. 


On bis Sorouex. 


A devated to celeſtial things, 14 — 
Again for thge profanes th' immortal Arings1] f 
The ſtars, the myrtle ſhade, and:roſy bow. 
dhe quits, to revel in thy iv'ry tow'rz _ | 
The muſic of the ſpheres and heav'nly throngs 

She minds no more, to liſten-to thy ſongs. + 
Inchanted with thy lovely Hebrenu king, 

Gabriel in vain diſplays his purple wing: £ 
Boaſts of his golden zone, and bright attire, 
His ſtarry crown, ſoft voice, and charming lyre; 
With all his fine addreſs, and glitt'ring ſhew, - 
The muſe abandons the celeſtial beau : 
Perverted by the Jewwi/s monarch's eyes, 

She fondly turns apoſtate to the ſkies, 

And envies Abra's beauty, while it ſhines 


With undecaying bloom in Prior's lines, | | e 
You, 1, - H 4 +. AGD N. 
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A J 0 N N E T. 
Ti ranflated from the Italian of Signior Rol. EI. 


8 xxiii. 


LIDE gently on, thou Weg brook, 

4 And Tooth Wr oh een 

Twas here the fatal wound I took * 0971 361 | 
'Tis here I ſeek relief. 


Wir n Silvio, on the verdant ſhore 
I fondly ſate reclin'd, 

Believ'd the charming things he ſwore, 
Too credulous and kind | 


Wi ir h he dad; This wot dn 
| hack to its ſpring ſhall flow, 
E \ O Paftorelia! cer my flame s 
1 Trfhe leaſt decay ſhall know. 


Ys conſcious waves, roll back again! 
Back to your cryſtal head : 

The falſe, ungrateful, perjur'd ſwain 
Has broke the vows he made. 


Anv yet he ſwore, till the laſt breath 
Ol life he ſhould reſign, 
'Till fate ſhould cloſe his eyes in death, 
His ſtedfaſt love was mine. 
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Pr nu a ys. ſome fairer ſnepherdeſss 
His faithleſs breaſt has warm d. N 
And thoſe kind yows and ſoft addreſs 

Her guiltleſs heart has charm d. 


B v r tell the nymph, thou n * 
Ir erde ne be,, 21/717 
Tie treac?rouj youth. bat h/ d the fo 

Vet broke his faith with me. 
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1 E ſoft x petition { ſoon aſcends, 

| Nor wanders thro' the air, + 

Smiling the Queen. of ove 3 attends 
To Hey new. vot” Ty 's pray x. 


jt: n 
As x any thing/ as Goats wes, mot eo gans 
In this propitibus —AW , $75 99 7 
My breaſt is filbd With glad ſurprize, 
To hear thee own wy pow r. 


To thee my: charms and gentle , 
Wich pleaſure I reſ ig: 
Cupid preſents e 1/5 TOY 10 19 £117 bel 
His conqu'ring bow is thine, 5 
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H a p I deſtrib'd thy tender ere £1 
In ene t 
A Goddeſs tell he pain. Elie, 


” 3 4 was not ip __ 
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7 Tranſlated from "the be eginning of the . 
; book of 'Tas80's JERVSALEM.. 


415 & ® {Þ 4 4 


HILE Godfrey in his irs lad revolves 
The martial plan, and mighty things reſolves, 
Now enter'd the celeſtial Crab, the fun, 5 

With beams direct, unuſual heat darts down: ER, 

The ſacred troops, . fot wartike coil unit, 

Drooping beneath their uſeleſs armour ſit. 

Each gentle ſtat's extinguilh'd in the lie, 6 
While in their ſtead ill- boding planets riſe; 

Which on the army noxious fervors ned, 

And thro” the air a baleful influence read. 

Horrors on horrors riſe, a fatal night 

Succeeds the fatal day's malignant light ; 

The fatal day's malignant light reveals 

Signs of new terror, and augmented ills. 

The ſun all dreadful in his riſing ſeems, 

With ſanguine treſſes, and polluted beams; 

With blood diftain'd his radiant face vppears, © | © 

And fad profoges all lufee wen: 1 
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Till having gain 'd the zenith's burning height, 

He darts a ſtronger, and more piercing light ; 

Blaſts all the verdant beauty. of the meads, 

While ev'ry plant and flow'ry bloſſom fades. | 
Mountains and valleys defolate appear, | 
The cleaving hills all wither'd; curſt and bare, 4 

The diſmal marks of Heay'n's diſpleaſore wear. „ Baht 

The rivers at their inmoſt ſprings decay, e 

While horrid figns the fiery clouds ale, 

The airy ſpace a ſmoking furnace ſeems, 
With ſtifling vapours, and pernicious fleams, '— | 
To cool the air no gentle gales ariſe, | 
Each Zephyr ſilent in his cavern lie: 

Only the ſouth from Africs burning fands 

With ſcorching blaſts infeſts the Cbriſtian bands: 

Nor milder breezes with the evining come, 

But ſultry till, and all inflam'd the gloom ; 

While gliding fies, and comets ſtrangely bright, 

Glars thro? the fahle ſhadows of the night. 

The lanquid moon ſheds from her ſilent ſphere 

No cooling dews, the thirſty ground to chear. 

The flow'rs decay, each tree and verdant plant 

Pine at their roots, and vital moiſture want. | 
From. theſe unquiet nights ſleep takes its flight. 
In vain the troops the drowſy. god invite. 

But thirſt, of all their ills the worſt, remains, 

He dies who drinks, he dies whoe'er abſtains. 

For poiſons mingled by the Pagan king, 

Infected ev'ry ſtream, and bubbling ſpring: 

Like gloomy Styx, or curſed Acheron, 

The black, contagious, troubled waves roll on. 


H 3 Scarce 
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Scarce flyer Sihah glides above'its funds 
Whoſe ftreams before ſupply'd the Chriſtian bands: 
But now the ſwelling Po, that mighty ſtream, 
To fate their thirſt would ſcarce fufficient ſem; E 
Nor Ganges, nor great Vi, when all around 
Tis rifing waves o'erflow their loſtieſt bound. 
he tempting thought of ebolʒ unſully d fireams, 
And bubbling ſprings, the ſierce diſeaſe inflames; 
And he who had obſerv'd ſome eryſtal pool, 
Or down the Alts > living torrent roll, 
Recalls the flatt ting images again, 
Which till exaſperates his fervid pain. 
The mightieſt chiefs with nohle heat inſpir d. 
W hom neither arms, nor toilſome march had * 
Projected now, and axſpicg on the ground, 
Unweildy burthens to thiemſelves are found ; © - 
While inward fires, by ſlow.degrets, (exhauſt. 
Their vital ſprings;; and manly vigaut waſte. 0 
The ſteed, late fierce, now ſeorns his proffer- d meat, 
And faulters in his once ĩmperious gait : i 1 
His former victories are all edntemn d. 
With martial glory now no more inſlam d, 
His rich capariſons no more adorn, n, 
But as a loath'd,. e, We: pe: 
tre be "3, erde ib 247 18 8 
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Wo A. N T. II. in, ix. 
8 it a dream? or does my raviſh'd car 
The charming voice of my beloved bear? e 
Js it his face? or are my eager eyes 1 8 
Deluded by ſome viſion's bright diſguiſe? 
'Tis he himſelf ! I know his lovely face, . " 
It's heav'nly luſtre, and peculiar grace. 
I know the-ſonnd, tis his tranſporting voice, 
My heart aſſures me by its riſing joys. 
He comes, and wing'd with all the ſpeed of love, 4 
His flying feet along the mountains move ; 2 . 2 
He comes, and leaves the panting hart behind, 
His motion ſwift and fleeting as the wind. 
O welcome, welcome, never more to part 
I'll lodge thee now for ever in my heart: 
My doubtful heart, which trembling ſcarce believes, 
And ſcarce the mighty ecſtaſy receives. 


161 
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The. PETITION: 


r © U faireſt offspring of immortal love, | 
That revel in the fragrant bow'rs above, ) 

The beide products of your Maker's ſkill, | 

In viſions to the gentle maid reveal 

Your glowing beauties, your celeſtial charms, 

And free her breaſt from all the wild alarms, 2 5 

H 4 The 


152 POE MS on ſeveral occaſions. 


The fatal ſallies of an earthly flame: 

Let heav'n alone the reigning paſſion claim: 
At once unfold the ſparkling ſcenes of joy, 
The raptures which your happy hours employ ; 
While crown'd with mirth, with love and ſacred ſong, 
Eternal years unclouded dance along. 

Peſcribe the glitt'ring natives of the ſkies, 
Their roſy bloom, ſoft ſmiles, and radiant eyes ; 
With all your (kill the favour'd nymph allure, 
And from the arts of mortal race ſecure :; 

Be ſhe your conſtant, your propitious care ! 

O grant my with, and hear the friendly pray's ! 


vins zs preſented to her Royal Highneſs 
the Princeſs AM EL IA, at Marlbo- 
- on. June the 186%, 1728. 


$ ; E ban ſhader, ye far inchaning ſeats, 
1 Of peace and guiltlefs love the ſoft retreats ; 
Be all your flow'ry elegance diſplay'd, 
To charm, with nature's pomp, the royal maid. 
Let ev'ry proſpe& wear a lively grace, 
Clear as the blooming beauties of her face. 
Ye various plants, your fragrant tribute bring, 
The painted product of the lovely ſpring. 
Ve whiſp'ring breezes, and refreſhing gales, 
That fly with downy wings along the vales, 


Take 


i at AMS a & 
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| Take the ſoft mater of Amelia's name, 


Breathe it to ev'ry liſt ning grove and ſtream. 
Let nature ſhew a pleaſure unconfin'd, 


And RY the ſenſe of path N mind. 
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Part of the third SCENE of the third Act 
of PASTOR FIDO, tranſlated. 


MIRTILL 0. 


FT NGRATEFUL nymph! thy too ſevere command, 
| WV To narrow bounds would limit thoſe deſires, 
| Whoſe vaſt extent ſcarce human thought can graſp. 


Trar I have lov' d, and lov'd thee more than life, 
| Tf ſtill thou doubt, the fields, the conſcious groves, 
The ſavage race can tell; and theſe hard rocks, 
Soften'd by my complaints, can witneſs too. 


| Loox on thyſelf, thy matchleſs beauty proves 
The juſtice, truth, and grandeur of my flame. 
Whate'er the earth, or azure ſkies can or” 

Of excellence, tis all ſamm'd up in thee. 

So high the ſpring of my unbounded paſſion, 

'Tis nature, tis neceſſity As flame- 

Aſcends, as water finks, as floats the air, 

As reſts the earth, as roll the circling ſpheres ; 

With ſuch perpetual force, my eager ſoul, - 

In all its reſtleſs motion, tends to thee, 

As its ſuperior bliſs: and who would tear 

KO 8 1 MI 
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My conftant heart 3 thee, as well might change 
Great nature's long eſtabliſh'd laws, torn back 
The ſhining planets from their ancient courſe, 

And from its ſtedfaſt centre ſhake the world.” 


B v r ſince thy harſh e injoin my tongue, 


In brief to tell che ſtory of. my pain: 4” 


Evie * 


If {Luſt ſpeak no more, / parting b 


© Suan tell thee that I die a victim to thy = | 


From!” The fame: A 6 III. Se E xx 6 iv, 


41 4872275 Ausr. 
Mv life, my lov'd Mprtille ! could: ſt 7s view 
My ſecret inclinati Ons, this ſevere, 
This crael Amarilſii, ſoon would —_ 8 
From thee that pity, thou dolt hom implore. 
I love, and am belov'd; yet what avails 
The ſoft engagement, but ta make us wretched? 


2 198 


0 Way, ye bg inexarable p. Wir. 2 8 85 


Wilt thou unite what ficred rites ide! Fer ugi 440 


Happy the ſavage race, that thro' the woods | 
| Purſue their pleaſures uncanfin'd by laws! 


Too rigid laws that nature would 1525 CC 
Or too imperfect nature that reſiſts! Hd 
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O Sacred virtue! let my tongue recall 
Theſe impious accents ; thine's a name divine, 
And ftill my ſoul pays homage to thy pow'r: 
To thee I ſacrifice theſe wild deſires, 

And fall a victim to thy * rigour. 


ELIE Ks NO IIa 


Part of the thirteenth Book of Tasso's . 
JERUSALEM tranſlated. _ 


HE vaſt machine was ſcarce in aſhes ſunk, _ 

Which from their walls the fearful Pagans drove, . 
When new deſigns the curſt magician forms : 
How to prevent the Gauls from freſh ſupplies 
Of uſeful timber from the neighb'ring wood, 
That might more formidable engines raiſe, 
And Son's trembling walls again alarm. 


Ar diſtance from ho Chriflian camp there roſe, © = 
Amidſt a ſilent, ſolitary vale. Gebe ph 
A lofty foreſt thick with ancient trees, 1 5 3 
Whoſe folding branches all beneath diffuſe . 8 8 
A duſky horror, and malignant ſtiadedde. 
Nor here the radiant ſun at brighteſt noon 1 i 
E'er ſmiles with chearſul rays, but feebly caſts 1 
A dim, diſcolour'd, and uncertain light:; | 
Uncertain as the cloudy figs diſplay, _ 
While riſing night, and parting day contend. 


er 


\ 
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Bur when the ſun the gay horizon leaves, 
Blackneſs and terror all the place poſſeſs, 
Blackneſs and terror, imitating hel! ; 

Which mortal eyes with fearful darknefs veilt, 
And fills with deep anxiety the ſoul. 

Nor here for ſhade the ſhepherd leads his flock, 
Nor bere the herdſman drives his grazing charge: 
No pilgrim enters here, unlefs miſled ; 
But haſtens far with cautious ſteps away, 

| Ay beckons trav'Ilers from the fatal road. 


Tux goblins here nofturnsl revels keep, 

A monſtr6ns congreſs, in the gloom they meet; 
With dragons wings ſome. break the tortur'd air, 
Others, with cloven hoofs, ſkip o'er the bills: 

A lewd aſſembly, who with tempting wiles, 
And ſoft, fallacious images, entice is 
The minds of men from virtue's ſacred ways. 
With helliſh rites, and execrable pomp, 


Their impious banquets here they nightly keep. 


Tu Pagans this aſſert, nor life an axe 
Within the confines of the haunted grove ; 
Which yet the Chriſtians boldly violate, 
And carry thence materials for the war. 


Amor the deepeſt filence of the night, 
| Bennet hither comes to prove his arts; 
uncourh figures on the ground inſeribes, 
FWice ſhakes his wand, TIT IRR wore, 
* invocation monks __ | 


rut | Tu: 
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Tus 1 twinkling FIG that adorn the ky 
Look pale, and ſicken at the dreadful ſound : 
The troubled moon withdraws her feeble beam, 
And wraps her filver horn in folding clouds. | 


M11t1ons of pie by his-charms compell'd; 
Aſtoniſh'd from their ſev ral quarters come: . 
By thouſands ſome the realins of air forſake; 
While others thro” the cleaving earth aſcend, 
All black and fullen from the gloowy deep. 


Tas you, the wizard cries, theſe trees in charge, 
As ſouls their bodies, animate each trunk, 

Secure them from the bold incroaching Gauli, 

And force them, terrify'd, from hence to fly. 


Derr EAs'p, the tardy ſpirits undertake 
A taſk that kept them from the war; and lodge 


in ev'ry Iprig, and every leaf poſleſ. 


 ISMENES joyful to-the ing returns, 
And boaſting, all his curſt ſucceſs relates. 
He adds, your regal ſeat is now fecure,. 
Nor can your foes their proud machine repair : 
Bunt till their worſt misfortunes are behind. 
Within the courſe of ſome revolving days, 
Hot Mars and Phoebus in the Lion meet, 
With angry aſpects, and malignant rays ; 
Whence heat ſo ſtrong and viddent enſues, 
That nothing ſhall its fierce extremes allay ; 
Nor winds, nor clouds, nor dews, vereediag ſhow'rs: | 
Not more intemp'rate flames the Indian burn. 


This 
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This all the ſtars and face of heav'n predict. 

To us the diſadvantage will be leſs, 7 
With ſwelling ſprings, and grateful ſhade fapplytd, 
By Heav'n abandon'd, firſt their camp ſhall fall : 
An eaſy conqueſt to th'-Egyptian troops. | 
Thus fitting, you the victory may gain, 

And try no more the doubtful chance of war. 

But if the proud Argantes this with ſtands, 

Your conduct muſt his headlong rage teſtrain. 

Leave all beyond to Heav'n, which ſoon will 5100 
Triumph to you, confuſion to your foes. - 


| Tups# ce ſooth the hn bor now com- 
mands 8 
The breaches of * © wall to be . 
The chearful citizens and ſlaves aſſiſt 
To mend the wall, and fortify the town. 


An Er IsrIr from A Rx TAS, 4 noble 
Roman, 10 his wife, whom he left on 
bis wedding- day, with a dj ig" 2 vifit 
the eaſtern eburches. 


LL health to hen ill derer man my y ne 
My lovely miſtreſs. and more charming wife! 
Warn'd by a heav'nly viſion from thy bed, 5 
And tender arms, yet un enjoy d, I fled. 


| Haſte 
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Haſte, cries the ſhining form, without pretence, 
Aſtoniſh'd man, tis Heav'n commands thee hence; 
The mighty meſſage leaves thee no defence. 
Haſte, and the reſt to providence reſign, 
This deed ſhall in immortal legends ſhine. 


M UTE with ſurprize, 1 took x my ſudden flight, Tn 
Aſſiſted by the covert of the night. 5 
The friendly pow r condudts me to the ſhore 
Of thoſe lov'd regions I muſt view no more; 
The winds to ſea the deſtin'd veſſel bore. 
The deep, and all its Rormy dangers paſt, 
We reach the happy Alan coaſts at laſt : 

To all the 5 yr chyrches there as ſent, 
With pious 2 to viſit them 1 went. 


Ax oT REA heav'nly' kgs conſtrains me then 
To quit the dear ſociety of menn 5 
In ſome remote and humble hermitage, 

Far from the world to ſpend my blootning age. 
Now thro uncouth and pathleſs woods I ſtray, 
Frequented only by the'beaſts of prey, 

Who trembling haſte at my approach away. 

Oer Libya's ſcorching fands, or Scythian ſnows, 
Undaunted, innocence and virtue goes. 
All night, unguarded, „in the woods Ilie, Gt 1 
The ſtars my lamps, the clouds my canopy. © 
With wholeſome fruits my hunger I ſaffice, 
My thirſt a bounteous filver ſpring ſupplies. 8 
To Heav'n alone in this retreat I live, 

And all my hours to firi&t devotion give; 
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Deep contemplation, ſacred hymns, and pray 5 xo 


To ſolemn — my conſtant leifurs ſhare. 


SOMETIMES, my ſinking forces to renew, 
The ſcenes of everlaſting pain I view, * © 
The dreadful fate to curſt apoſtates due: 
My ſhudd'ring fancy ſeeks the ſhades below, 


I trace the burning banks, the ſulph'rous ame, 
And tremble at the never. dying flames. 


A vonl EN view my virtue now excites, 
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The realms of death, and diſmal ſeats of woe z: 


And pleaſur e's charming name my ſoul 5 invites ; 5 r a 


The boundleſs joys, the crown, the vaſt reward, 
In heav'n for ſtedfaſt piety prepar'd. 

My tow'ring thoughts in raptur'd ſallies rove, 
Thro' all the wide reſplendent worlds 1 ; 

I view the inmoſt glories of the ſkies, 

And paradiſe lies qpen to my ens: 
Whole floods of joy come pouring on tat. 
And high the flowing tides of | pleaſure roll. 


Tur SE blicfol proſpedts urge my virtue on, 
No toil too great for an immortal crown! 
No path that leads to happineſs; is had, 
Short the fatigue, eternal the reward! 
The courſe of ſome few fleeting minutes Oer, 
And I ſhall gain the long expected ſhore; 4 
And from theſe dark tempeſtuous coaſts remove 
To the calm ſkies, and peaceful climes above. 


WIrn 
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Wrrn tranſport there, with tranſport all divine, 
My lov'd Emilia, ſhall my ſoul meet thine : 


To endleſs years our raptures we'll improve, 
And your a whole eternity in love. 
YYY 


a eee 


To the Ri gt H. encurable the Earl of = 


O thee my muſeꝰs ſofteſt Nein I owe, 
For thee, Anintor, 1 indulge it now: 
Yet by my praiſe I would not make thee leſs, 
But ſomething great and worthy thee expreſs ;; 
Yet while I ftrive the daring thought to paint, 
Its beauties i in the flat expreſſion faint. | : 


Fox there's in thee I know not what divine, 
Which muſt the brighteſt metaphors out-ſhine. 
When angels cloath'd in human forms appear, 
Such grandeur, ſuch benignity they wear: 

If they diſcourſe, like thine mult be their ſenſe, 
Like thine their accent, and their eloquence. 


Nor all the gaudy pageantries of ſtate, 
But thy own native luſtre makes thee great. 
In all things modeſt, fortunate, and brave, 
To cuſtom, vice, nor virtue's ſelf a ſlave ; 
That's reaſon, thought, and gen'rous choice in thee, 
And not the low effect of dull neceſſity. 
With beauty thou, and blooming life art crown'd, 
While flatt'ring pleaſures court thee all around; 
. But 


* 
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But thou, with an heroical diſdain, 
Unconquer'd, unſeduc'd doſt ſtill remain, 
And with a philoſophie pride engage | 
The num'rous follies of a vitious age; 
Nor breaks the ſun leſs ſully d from a cloud, 
Than thou from all the vices of a crowd. 


Os an exit Haul attempt to Diet Lord 


* 


Boy LE 5 picture. 


N vain, with mimic mil, wy pencil tries Sg 
To paint the life that ſparkles in thoſe eyes, 


What art, what rules of ſymmetry can trace 


That air of wit, that bloom, and modeſt grace? 
What ſoft degrees of ſhade or light expreſs . 
The inward worth thoſe ſpeaking looks confeſs ? 
'Tis more than beauty here that charms the ſight, 
And gives our minds an elegant delight: _ 
Were virtue ſeen by mortal eyes, ſhe d wear 
Thoſe peaceful ſmiles, and that ingaging air. | 


Lord 
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Lord Bo YLE ; anſwer to the foregoing 
 VeRss®s. 


O air of wit, no beauteous grace I boaſt; 
My charms are natiye innocence, at moſt, 
Alike thy pencil, and thy numbers charm, 
Glad ev'ry eye, and ev'ry boſom warm. 
Mature in years, if e' er I chance to tread, 
Where vice, triumphant, rears aloft her head ; 
Ey'n there the paths of virtue I'll purſue, 
And own my fair and kind * you. 


e 


DT Mrs. R 0 W E. 
Oceafin'd * ber verſes on Lord Boy YL LE. 
By Mr. N. MvuxexLEy. | 


HE great, the good, for arms or arts renown d, 
(Their brows with laurel, or with olive crown' d) 
May from thy art a double life receive, 
And in thy lays; or from thy pencil live: 
Yet ſhort the life thy colours can ſupply, '. 
Raphael's and Keller's teipts, and thine maſt die: 


Not 
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Thus Mane e eee 


Each charm un- injur'd, and each feature true. | 


Where nature diftares, negligent of art: 
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Not ſo thy lays ; more laſting fame they give, 
And bid their theme to endleß ages live. 


While Zenxes later labours now are loſt. 


No more in works like theſe thy ſxill diſplay, 
Nor give what tolling years ſhall take away; 
To paint Beyle's blooming charms invoke the Nine, 
And bid him in immortal numbers ſhine : 

The lovely form poſterity ſhall view, 


Thus ſhall be flouriſh in unfading bloom, 5 
The joy and wonder of each oy. to come. | 


=s ” ©. ” 
8 ” -.. y LAS f 
! LE? 


NN mn 8 
N Þ - W * * Py « F - . 
| ) | 1 Do: 9 ral 99 


5 67 He, 8 ow oy, NR. "IF, FW 5 "4 — A 
07 . dearb DOE Ant ahl Nef 
| THyNNE. 


F virtue can immortal honour give, 
Thy worth the muſe's boaſted theme ſhall live, 


But mine's a private, unambitious part, 


In ſhades retir'd, I breathe my ſecret grief, | 
And oth my ſorrows, hopeleſs of relief. 


O sac D ſhade! the impious wiſh W 
That fain would have thee yet a mortal live; 
That fain would bring thee from celeſtial jays, 
Ta theſe n of vanity and noiſe. 


. 
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Could tears prevail, how many weeping eyes 
Would join with me to tempt thee from the ties! | 
A juſt compaſſion, fure, would touch that mind, . 
Which here was gentle, and fincerely kind: | 
The gen'rous diſpoſition reigns above, | 

as in the . realms of love. 


WouLd Heavin pert, I could- my i paint, 
Invoking thee as ſome protecting ſaint ; 


Such warm” devotion riſes in my breaſt, : 

So bright a flame thy virtues. have impreſod! 

I talk to winds——the happy ſpirit roves 

Thro' lightſome plains, and ever - verdant groves, 
Pleas'd with harmonious ſtrains, nor lends an ear 
To the ungovern d language of deſpair. 


Ver let my grief the rites of friendſhip Pay, 
And weep my ſorrows o'er thy breathleſs clay, 
Viſit with joſt reſpe& thy ſilent tomb, 


And ſooth my anguiſh in the moarnful gloom. 


O covLDT hear thy gentle voice again, 

'Or one ſhort moment s fight of thee obtain; 

If but to take a laſt, a fad adiey—— 
What vain illuſions my wild thoughts purſue ? 
The ſhades of death are drawn, perpetual night 
For ever hides thee from my longing ſight ; | 
Fix'd deſtiny ſhall ne'er that bliſs reſtore, 
Till earth, and ſea, and heav'n ſhall be no more. 


Bur, facred friendſhip, thy ſuperior flame 
Shall time out-live, and be unchang'd the ſame. 


166 PoE Ms on ſeveral — 


When all the fond relations nature knows, 
When all the ties that human laws impoſe 
Are cancell'd, when the mighty league expires, 
That holds the univerſe, when yon gay fires, 
Have waſted all their glory; thou ſhalt riſe . 
In triumph o'er the ruins of the ſkies: _ © FORT 
Thy pow'r, immortal friendſhip, then confeſt, ; 
Shall fill with tranſport ev'ry heav'aly breaſt. 


To Mes. ROWE. 


On ber Ei zr on the death of the Honaur- 
4 alle Mrs. THYVNNW EE. 


By the Right Honourable 10 H N, Earl 2 


ORRERY. 


O ſweet you ſing, ſo well your Laura paint, 
Weep ſo pathetic a departed faint, 

That with freſh rage my ſorrows you renew, | 
And call my Henrietta to my view. 
Before my eyes the charmer ſtands confelt, 
Again I ſee her, and again am bleſt. BY 
Oh, no—the viſion's gone—an airy. dream, | 
Rais'd by the magic of your mournful theme : 
But fince by fate we are alike oppreſt, 
Since ling'ring forrows both our minds infeſt, 
From hence let mutual conſolation. low, - _ 
And let each breaſt with new-born — low. 


Thus, 
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Thus, when the tedious race of life is run, 

And all our fleeting. earthly joys are gone, 
Together to the realms of light we'll fly, 
Vou to meet Laura, Henrietta, I. 


_ Marſton, Dec. 17. . 
4731. 


EEE FEED 


D Ie, ROWE. 


Occafendl by the foregoing ELEO v. 
y anoi ber H AND. 


W H IL E, Philomel, you breaks your =o | 
Hohs >: -. | 
O'er Laura's loſs, and friendſhip” 8 hk ties, 

To my pain'd thought that fatal hour appears, 

When (all the wiſe, and all the good in tears) 
Number'd no more with mortals, thou ſhalt riſe 
To meet thy kindred minds in yonder ſkies. | 

(Late be that hour, let years on years roll low, 

Eier that fad hour ſhall plunge a world-in woe! 

Long, long may worth like thine this earth adorn, 
The. joy and wonder of a race unborn ! 

Ah! how ſhall then thy wretched friends ſuſtain 

The woes of abſence, and the parting pain ? 

Yet then, ev'n then, not full deſpair their doom, 

One chearful ray relieves the mournful gloom ; 


Amid 
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Amid their copious tears, one focthing fmile 
Thy verſe permits, their anguiſh to beguile. 
When ev'ry ſick' ning far ſhall feel decay, 

And earth, and ſea, and fkies ſhall paſs away: 
To pay the pangs of parting, fate ordains 

A bliſsful meeting on the heav'nly plains ; 

To join in friendſhip, and unite in joy, 

Which abſence cannot part, nor death deſtroy. - 


To the Right "NPY 7 OHN, Earl 


of ORRERY. 


TFMMORTAL friendſhip, thou unblemiſh'd name 
Why ſhould 1 fear t' admit thy ſacred flame? 
Why with fantaſtic 1ales thy force control, 
And damp the noble ardor in my ſoul? 
When thou art baniſh'd from the human breaſt, 
Envy and rage the gloomy ſeat infeſt. 
Thy gentle-warmth inſpires the worlds above, 
"Thoſe pure abodes of innocence and love. 

Tre n come, a welcome inmate to my breaſt, 
And be thy pow'r thro? all my foul confett! 
When fuch diſtinguiſh'd merit is in view 
The ſacred tribute i: intirely due. 


1 HYMN. 
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4L HYMN. 


From Racine's ATRALIA. AG J. 


_ Scene: 4: 


I. | 
H' Almighty's grandeur fills the univerſe, 
5 Eier time had birth his empire was the ſame. 
Let heav'n and earth his benefits rehearſe, 
Z Adore his greatneſs, and invoke his name. 
II. 
| In vain our impious foes. 
| A rig'rous ſilence on our tongues impoſe ; ; 
Tho! ev'ry tongue ſhould ſilent lie, 
His glory with th' inſtructing ſun would fly 
| Around the world, and fill the NE ky. 
III. 
Fr 0M him the fruits receive their bluſhing pride: ; 
| By him, in all their various hues, 
The gaudy flow'rs are dy'd ; 
| His bounty with the ev'ning's gentle dews, 
And morning gales, the verdant field renews. 
: TY. 
Ar his command the ſun difplays 
Its vital warmth, and ſpreads its golden rays : 
Nor chiefly here his goodneſs ſtands confeſt, 
Of all his gifts to man his law exceed the reſt 


Vor. I. 1 1 To 
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To Mr. THOMSON. 


On the Counteſs of — praiſing bi 
ECURE of glory, crown thy bead with bays, 


PoEtMs. 
8 Ambition ſets its bounds in Delia's praiſe; 
What ſhe approves etefnity ſhall claim, | 
And give the favour'd muſe unrival'd fame: 
= She well can judge, who knows with tuneful art, 
« In tender ſtrains to move the coldeſt heart. 


Wu r N chro' the flow'ry vale, and duſky groves, 
_ Her muſe retir'd, with guiltleſs freedom roves, 
| With new delight we ſeek the calm abodes, 
| Deteſt the town, and wander thro' the woods; 
| The ſylvan ſcene, conſcious of joy Appears, "i 

And charms like thy own ſummer ev'ning wears; z 
No longer the ſad nightingales complain, | x 
But learn from hex's a more exalted ftrain : 
Her tuneful numbers ev'ry care beguile, 
And make the ſolitary Prospect ſmile. 


B ur when ſhe ſets the lyre ens iris, 5 
An angel ſpeaks in every flowing line 
She takes from vice its undeſervd ante, 
And dares aſſert abandon'd virtued cauſt. 


. Expreſs 


reſ:'d 


A ſecret; an unfailing ſpring of peace: 


| Thing ſeen, and things unſeen, deſerve no name 5 
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Expreſs'd in heav'nly eloquenee we ini 
The perfect image of her beauteous, mind: bol 
Her beauteous mind, that with Gifinguiltd g grace 
Shines in her eyes, and ſparkles in her, face, 
Gives ev'ry blandiſhment, and charming air, 
Makes all * and completely . 


. mg Lk. 
$4444 + DX; | 
On tte Divins ATTRIB Won, | 


ET thoſe that hate thee tremble at thy name, 
Thy being is my confidence and joy. = 
Abſtract from all things elſe, I find in thee 6 8 


Alacrity and pleafure fill my ſoul, 
To think thou art, and that compar'd to thes 


Tx ov only art without variety, | {IMS 
Or ſhadow of a change, immutable. 
Periſh this viſionary form of things! '— 
In darkneſs be the gay creation loſt ! 8 
While thou remain ſt unchang'd, with joy theſe ey e 
Could gaze on nature's univerſal wreck, M N 
See heav'n and earth in one vaſt ruin ſink, —_ 
And ſmile upon the glorious deſolation. nts ” 


Tu o V haſt no attribute but gives me joy, 5 oi 
Be as thou art, ſevere in holineſs! _ | 


I z 
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| ' My higheſt reaſon loves thy perfect laws, 

Thou righteous King of ſaints? 8 8 as 12575 art, 

| And finful as I am, I triumph ſtill: 
| My guilt is all my own, and thou art a | 
From the low depths of miſery and duſt, 

With angels and archangels round thy throne, 

ll To thy dominion and unbounded ſway 

| I join my glad aſſent. Be all thy foes 

| In jaſt deriſion had, and vile contempt, © 

| While thy bright throne for ever ſtands 4 


BE abſolute ! be uncontroul'd and free! 
Thou canſt not be unjuſt, howe' er above 
The view of man thy ways.——A time will come, 
| When all ſhall be explain'd ; and conqu'ring love, 
= The ſplendor and the beauty of thy face, 
{ Victorious love, ſhall ſhine on all thy works. 


Fo x, oh! what daring thought ſhall limit thee, 

Thou darling attribute of the Moſt- High, 

And greateſt of his names ?——A heart ſubdu'd 
Like mine, muſt make its loudeſt boaſts of thee : 
Þþ My life, my glory and falvation's thine, 
| And thine ſhall be my everlaſting ſong. 


In theſe cold regions thou haſt warm'd my heart, 
And gently trac'd ſome faint reſemblance there. 
But, oh thou charming pow'r, that canſt efface 
All the remains of enmity and x 6 le, 
Transform me to thine i image, let me wear 
No character but thine: Be thou my liſe, | 
1 ſpring, its motion, conſtant as wy breath 1 
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Dwell on my tongue, and gavern all my ſoul, 
Till faich and hope be ſwallow'd up of thee. 


Tu Es eyes ſhall ſee the then ſupremely fair; | 
Apparent in the heights of excellence. 
And perfect beauty thou ſhalt ſtand reveal dd. 
Bleflings and ſmiles, unmeaſurable grace, —+ i! 
Eſſential glories, ever-blooming life, E grid 1 
Proſpects of pleaſtre, regions of delight, | 
The heav'n of heay'ns, viſions ineffable, 
At once ſhall all their dazzling pomp untold, 
And open in thy fair unclouded face. 


| On the name of JESUS. 


F love, if joy, if gratitude can ſpeak, 

If ſacred rapture can its filence break; 
vet once more let me tune my harp for thee, 
Thou ſource of the divine benignity : 

On this fide heav'n yet once more let me ſing, 

| Fer to thy praiſe I ſet th' immortal ftring ; 

In mortal ſtrains permit me to rehearſe 

| Thy name, and with it grace my humble verſe. 


feos Hes | 


W 


Y x winds, to heav'n the facred accents bear, 
| For heav'n delights the plorious ſound to hear, 
Ye angels, take it on your golden lyres, 
Voices like yours the mighty word requires. 
I 3 Seraph 
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Seraph and eherub; ſpealt, is there a found 
More ſweet than this in afl your language found? 
Ts there within the bounds of paradiſe, 

A note of tartnbny compar'd to this? 


Px heav'nly pow'rs, your gentle warmth infuſe, 
And tell me what ſweet eloquence you uſe ; 

I burn ia facred flames like yours, and fain 
Would talk and ſing in your immortal ſtrain; 

My voice would mix with the melodious ſpheres, 

And pleaſe, with ſoft attraction, angels ears. 


Y winds, to heav'n the glorious accents bear, 
For heav'n delights the charming name to hear: 
['Ubreath it with the morning's fragrant air, 

Ie pleaſiug echoes ſhall the ev'ning chear. 
The fields, the lawns, and every ſhady grove, 
The ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 
Shall learn from me the dear, inſpiring name, 
And all be witneſs to my holy flame. 


DzvorT 


© 4 


* 
4 


DEvovrT, SoL 11 os. 


Lot lro gbr. 


thine. 
Matter and fotm to thee their being owe, 
From thee, their great original, they flow : 
When yet the mingled maſs unaCtive lay, 
Thou gav'ſt it motion by thy quick'ning ray; 
Chaos and night thy pow 'rful mandate heard, 
And light and glorious order ſoon appear'd. 
If thou but hide thy face, the creatures mourn, 
But life and pleaſure with thy ſmile return; 
Thy gentle ſmile dependant nature chears, 
Revives its hopes, and diflipates its fears. 
The earth and ſkies thro? various changes run; 
But thou, whoſe wond'rous being neer begun, 
Can'ſt ne'er thro! all eternity decay, 
While time's ſwift flood bears all things elſe away. 
By thy direction, the fair orbs above, 
In perfect order, thro' the ether move ; 
And all that's lovely, all that's pure below, 
Immediately from thy bright eſſence flow. 
Fountain of life! from thy immortal flame 
All ranks of intellectual beings came: 
Our Maker thou, our great Original, 
We own thy right, and thee our Father call. 


14 | SOL7T 
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* 8 * 
2 Me . XETETE * XT i 


TERNAL Maker, hail ! hai! Pow'r divine ! 
The heav'ns and earth, the day and night are 
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SOLILO2UYT Il. 
CELESTIAL love, my ever-charming theme, 


Ten thouſand bleſſings reft upon thy name 


From the Divinity thou haſt thy ſource, | 
And God himſelf atteſts thy wond'rous force. 


Soux angel, ſpeak in your immortal ſtrain, 
How love does o'er th' immenſe creator reign ; 


You ſaw him quit the pleaſures of the ſky, 
And veil the glories of the Deity ; 


You ſaw him born, and wond'ring heard him weep, | 


Wond'ring you ſaw the world's protector ſleep ; 
You ſaw him wander here deſpis'd, unknown, 


Without a place to reſt his head, his own; 
You knew his grief and inward agony ; 


You ſaw the heav*nly lover bleed and die. | 


VicTortovs love, how infinite thy pow! 1 
How great thy triumph, on that ſolemn hour! 
The ſun, the moon, and ſparkling ſtars on high, 


Stood witneſs to the vanquiſh'd Deity. 


STRIKE up your golden harps, ye ſons of light, 
Some mighty genius the vaſt ſong indite; 
And, oh! ye ſons of men, unite your voice, 
Let all the ranſom'd tribes on earth rejoice ; 


Ve ranſom'd tribes, peculiarly from you 


Unbounded thanks, and endleſs praiſe are due. 
Triumph and ſhout, begin th' eternal ſtrains, | 
To him that dy'd, but row for ever a ark a 


| 


But, oh! that glorious truth what angel can explain ? 


4 bw ti. 
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To him that lov'd, and waſh'd us in his blood, 
And made us kings, and choſen prieſts to God: 
For worthy is the Lamb, that once was ſlain, 

Of praiſe and bleſling i in the — ſtrain, 


SOLILOQUTY nm. 


= WhaTEveR various turns my life ſhall ſee 

of downy peace, or hard adverſity; ß; 
Let ſmiling ſuns ſhine on my proſp'rous ways, 1 (OH 
or louring clouds obſcure my gloomy days 


© The praiſes of my God ſhall ſtill employ 
My tongue, and yield my thoughts perpetual j Joy: 
For he is all my glory, all my boat, 
: Be ev'ry name, but his, for ever loſt! 
My truſt alone is his almighty name, 
All other aids my tow'ring thoughts diſclaim, 
In God, my glorious Saviour, T'll rejoice, 
And ſtill exalt him with my grateful voice. 
His angels, be himſelf ſurrounds the juſt, 
And guards the ſaints who in his promiſe truſt. 
O taſte and ſee, how bleſt, how highly bleſt 
Are they who on his boundleſs mercy reſt! 
He, with indulgent care, their wants ſupplies, 
And guides their ſteps with ever- watchful eyes: 
| His gracious ears are open to their pray'r, 
And hear, with ſoft compaſſion, all their care; 
| When darkneſs and deſpair their ſteps ſurround, 
Their gentle guide and fuccour he is found. 
| Mercy and truth, thro” all his gracious ways 
To human race, ſhine with diſtinguiſh'd rays. 
O let my tongue on the bleſt ſubje& dwell, 
The wonders of his love to men and angels tell ! 


I 5 | Angeb 
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Angels and mem their glad aſſent ſhall join, 
And mix tine loud applading note with ine 


$0L1L0Q2UY Iv. | 
Too low my artleſs verſe, too flat my lays, 
To reach thy glbry, and expreſs thy praife ; 
Yet let me on my humble reed complain, 
And mourn thy abſence in a penſiwe ſtrain; 
My own ſoft cares permit me to rehearſe, 
And with thy name adorn' my humble verſe. 
The ſtreams ſhall learn it, and the gentle breeze 
On its glad wings ſhall waft it thro” the trees. 
The liſt'ning nymphs, inſtructed by my flame, 
Shall teach their hearts to make a nobler claim ; 
The ſwains no more for mortal charms ſhall pine, 
But to celeſtial worth their vows reſign. 
'The fields and woods the chaſte retreats ſhall prove 
Of ſacred joys, and pure, immortal love; 
And angels leave their high abodes again, 
To grace the rural ſeats, and talk with men. 


| 's OL 1 L 0 2U E-Y, 
TS | ſighs, by gentle vows, and foft complaint, 
Deluded lovers all their fuff rings paint; 
Their joys in ſmooth ſimilitudes they dreſs, 
And all their.griefs in flowing words expreſs: 
Put what are flowing words? haw poor, how, vain, 
| Theſe high celeſtial ardors to explain! 


Can human ſounds ſuch wond'rous things uafold, ( 
As angels warble to their harps of gold > \ 
O teach me all your ſweet melodious art. I 


To breathe the tender dictates of my heart! 


To 


—— — PFF En Ce COSI 
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To talk— —of what for you alone can tell 
What minds inflam'd with holy tranſports feel. 

You feel them, when you touch th' immortal ſtrings, 
And gane, and love, and talk immortal things; 
When ev'ry bliſtful ſhade, and happy grore 
Repeat the ſound, and ſoftly breathe out love. 


SOLILOQUY VI. 
Os PEAK! add in the muſick of thy voice 
My ſoul ſhall antedate immortal joys; 
The tempting calls of ſenſe ſhall all be drown'd 
In the ſuperior ſweetneſs of that ſound ; _ 
Nature and ſtudious art would ſtrive in vain 
To reach the charms of that victorious ſtrain. 
O let me hear thee but in whiſpers break 
Thy filence, and in gentle accents ſpeak ! 
Such accents as ne'er raviſh'd mortal ears, 
Such as the ſoul in calm retirement heats ; 
When from external objects far away, 
Her higheſt pow'rs the call divine obey : | 
That voice that to ineffable delights, 
From mortal things the willing mind invites; 
More charming than the notes which angels play, 
When they conduct a dying faint away; 
While raptur'd he reſigns his parting breath, 
And ſmiles on all the folemn pamp of death. 


WHEN wit thou ſpeak, and tell me thou art mire? 
O how I long to hear that word divine! 
When that tranſporting ſound ſhall bleſs my ear, 
Fly ſullen grief, _— ev 83 mortal care; 


180 Por m's on ſeueral occaſions.” 
Fly days, and hours, and afin d rime, with ſpeed, 


And let the bleft eternity ſucceed ! 


TI Ir then the rolling Aeley besen hes | 
And let the whole creation lend an earn. 
Witneſs, ye cryſtal fireams, that murm'ring flow, 
For you the ſecret of my paſſion know ; 

Ye fields, ye glades, and ev'ry ſhady grove, 
The ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 
I call you all to witneſs to my flame, = 
For you have learnt the dear inſpiring name: 
In gentle echoes you have oft reply d, 
And in ſoft breezes thro the valleys figh'd ; 
The valleys, moſly caves, and open lawn, 
The filent ev'ning, and the chearful dawn; 
Thou moon, and ev'ry fair conſpicuous ſtar, 
Whoſe filver rays the midnight horrors chear; 
And thou bright lamp of day, ſhall witneſs _ 
To the perpetual fervour of my love. 5 
To heav'n and earth my tongue has oft anten. 
And heav'n and earth my ardor can atteſt. 
Angels, for you the folemn truth can tell, 
And ev'ry pious midnight figh reveal; 
You feel the warmth of this celeſtial flame, 
And bleſs, with me, the dear tranſporting name; 
Be witneſs that my raptur'd vows aſpire, | 
To the high theme of your immortal lyre. 


Bur oh! my life, my hope, to thee alone 
I ſtrive to make my ardent wiſhes known; 
To thee alone, to thee I would reveal 
My tender cares, to thee I dare appeal. 


Tho! 


V1 
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PoE MS or ſeveral occafions, 181 
Thou that doſt all my ſecret ſoul behold, 


Pierce all its depths, and ev'ry veil unfold, 


Ev'n thou, my glorious Judge, thy ſelf ſhalt prove | 
Th' eternal witneſs of my truth and love. 5 


SOLILOQUY vi. | 
CzLesT1AL gift, by heav'n alone inſpir'd, 
And not by man, in all his pride acquir'd, 
What wonders haft thou done; thy ſacred force 
The ſkies obey, and nature turrs her courſe. 
At thy command the fun has backward fled, 
Th' aſtoniſh'd moon ſtood ſtill with filent dread. 
If thou but ſpeak, the raging winds obey, 
The waves divide, and leave an open way : 
Thy potent breath diſſolves the rock, and brings 
From folid marble, ſoftly bubbling ſprings ; 
At thy requeſt mortality is fed | 
From heav'n's high ſtore houſe, with celeſtial bread ; 
Thy wide commands no limits can confine, 
Whate'er omnipotence can do is thine. 


SOLILONQUY vil. 


Wu y does the ſun with conſtant glory burn? 
Why does the day to guilty man return? 


To guilty man? whoſe inſolence and pride 
The glories of th* eternal ſun would hide. 


Why do the ſtars with nightly ſplendor ſhine, 
While miſts from hell obfcure the light divine ? 
Back to your fountain turn your lucid ſtreams, 
To holier regions lend your gentle beams. 


O! rex 
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O! Lt T me weep in fome ſequeſter'd ade, 
Whoſe dark receſs no light ſhall e er invade; 
Where mortal joys ſhall offer no relief, 
To intermit the jaft, the ſerious grief. 
O could my tears the public vengeance ſtay, 
And yet ſuſpend the deſolating day! 


But ſee it comes! the threatning tempeſis riſe, 
Preſaging NY * in the ſkies. 


* » "; i * * „ 
= * * : * % IF » 


SOLILOQUY K. 


From thee, my God, my nobleſt TL ſpriog, 
The thoughts of thee perpetual ſolace bring. 
How docs my ſoul, from theſe exalted heights, 
Contemn the world, and all its poor delights; | 
And wing'd with ſacred rapture, paſs the rounds 
Or circling ſkies, and all created bounds ! 
Celeſtial proſpects, viſions all divine, 
Unfold their glories, and around me ſhine, EN 


Trvs let me live, nor hear, nor ſee, nor know 
What mortals, in their madneſs, act below. 
Be thy refreſhing conſolations mine ! 
And I the world, with all its boaſts, reſi ign - 
Deluding ſhews, J give you to the wind! 
My ſoul a nobler happineſs muſt find. 


SOLILOSODUT XxX. 
Ir Cer again I find my ſoul's delight, 
With love's ſoft fetters I'IFreſtrain his flight; 
And eier I with the darling treaſure part, 
The ſparks of life ſhall quit my trembling heart; 


That 
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That life, which ſoon would prove a tireſome load, 
Without the charming hopes to find my God. 

O thou that doſt my panting breaſt inſpire | 
With all the ardour of celeſtial fire, | 0 
Thee I muſt find or in the ſearch expire ! 

In vain the tempting world its glory ſhews, 

All it can give would yield me no repoſe ; 

Renounc'd at once let all its proffers be, 

My bliſs ſhall be completely full in thee ; 

Here is my reſt, my vain purſuits are o'er ; 

Here let me fix, and never wander more ! 


SO4L1£ Ox. 

No change of time, nor place, ſhall change my bore, 
Nor from my God my ftedfaſt thoughts remove: 
The flatt'ring world, with all its tempting art, 
Shall never blot his image from my heart, 
Should hell with all its ſtratagems combine, 
They could not quench an ardor ſo divine: 
Their falſe allurements, nor their proudeſt rage, 
Shall e'er my reſolution diſengage. 

Pleaſure ſhall court in vain, and beauty ſmile, 
Glory in vain my wiſhes would beguile. 

The perſecutor's rage I would not fear ; 

Let death in all its horrid ſhapes appear, 

And with its keeneft darts my breaſt aſſail; 
When breath, and ev'ry vital ſpring ſhall fail, 
The ſacred flame on brighter wings ſhall rife, 
And unextinguiſh'd reach its native ſkies ; 
With an eternal force the heav'nly fire 

Shall to its bright original afpire, 


SOLL 
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SOLILO SUI XII, 
Dax cE on, ye hours, on ſoft and downy feet! 

Roll ſwift, thou ling'ring ſun, and let us meet! | 

Ceme, ye bleſt moments, with a ſprightly grace 

Let the gay period ſhew its ſmiling face! 

What is the day ? what is its uſeleſs light, 

Unleſs it ſhews me that tranſporting fight ? 

No beauteous object ſmiles below the ſkies, 

To charm my thought, and fix my longing eyes ; 

Celeſtial excellence my eyes inſpires, 

And kindles in my breaſt immortal fires. 

Thou bright, unrival'd object of my love, 

To thee alone my ſoſt affections move; 

Thine are my riſing hopes, my pureſt fires, 

My nobleſt wiſhes, and ſublime deſires. 


SOLILO2UY: XN. 
Ye happy minds, that free from mortal chains, 
Poſſeſs the realms where boundlefs pleaſure reigns, - 
That feel the force of thoſe immortal fires, 


And reach the bliſs, to which my ſoul afpires ; 
Who meet, unveil'd, that radiant Majeſty, 


Of which, to gain one tranſient glance, I'd. die ; 
I charge you, by the boundleſs joys you feel, 
My tender cares to my beloved tell ; | 
Make all th' aſpiring inclination. known, 

In ſuch high ſtrains as you deſcribe your own; 
In ſuch exalted numbers as explain 

The ſacred flames which in your boſoms reign ; 
When all the heights of ecſtaſy you prove, 
And breathe the raptures of immortal love, 


O tell 
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O tell the glorious object, whom I prize 
Beyond the chearful light that meets mine eyes, 
Beyond my friend, or any dearer name, 
Beyond the breath that feeds this vital frame, 
Beyond whate er is charming here below, 
Beyond the brighteſt joys that mortals know, 
Beyond all theſe, O tell him that I love 
Tell him what anguiſh for his ſake I prove ; 
Tell him how long the hours of his delay, 
And what I ſuffer by this tedious ſtay ; 
Tell him his abſence robs my ſoul of reſt, 
While cruel jealouſy torments my breaſt. 
O let him know that my diſtracted mind 
No real joy, while he withdraws, can find ; 
That all my hopes are center'd in his love, 


| How loſt without it, how undone I prove 


Nor help the ſoul that diſmal ſtroke to bear, 
Nothing enſues but grief, and black deſpair : 
Nothing beyond my ſoul could undergo; 
Tis death! tis hell! * p woe! 


Tell him that nothing can that loſs repair, { 


$0L1LOQUY xiv. 
Os rax, thou ſacred object of my love, 
Nor from my longing eyes io ſoon remove 
Stay yet, nor let me loſe thy charming ſight! 
Stay till the midnight ſhadows take their flight 
Stay till the morning ſtar's illuſtrious ray 
Awakes the dawn, and leads the bluſhing day! 
Stay till the ſun unveils his golden light, 
And joyful birds their early ſongs recite ; 


eig. 
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Return, my life, or let me follow thee! 
The world affords no ſolace now for me. 
With thee I ev'ry ſmiling hope forego, Fl 


And in thy abſence no delight can know : 
Thou, thou art all * 2 below ! * 


$0L1L0QUY xv. 


Cour, gentle death, releaſe my ſtruggling ſoul 
From thoſe dull fetters which her flight controul! 
Leſs eagerly the hireling waits the cloſe 

Of the long, tedious day, to find repoſe. 
A pilgrim here in this deteſted che, 
I rove and ſigh away' the ling'ring time; 
O come, thou wiſh'd for meſſenger of peace 
The pris'ner lengs not more for a rekeaſe; 
The wretch that uhder painful bondape groans, 
With leſs concern his miſery demoans. 
How ſhall I bleſs the hour that ſets me free, 
And gives my ſoul her native liberty! 
With eager joy I'd bid the world adieu, | 
And with contempt its parting glories view ; 1 | 
To mortal vanities I'd cloſe mine eyes, { 
Led on by ſacred love I'd upward riſe, 
And in a moment reach the bliſsful ſcies. 


$SOLILOQUY XVI, 
Ox Libya's burning ſands, and trackleſs waſte, 
Or Zembla's icy coait, let me be caſt; 
On ſome bleak ſhore, or ſolitary den. 
Far from the path, and chearful haunt of men : 
However ſad and gloomy be the place, | 
Let me but there behold thy ſmiling face; 
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Po RE NS on ſeveral orcafions. 187 
The wildeſt cave a paradiſe would be, 
Celeſtial pla ins, and bliſsful groves to me. 
Danger, and ſolitude, and loneſome night, 
At thy propitious preſence take their flight. 
Beauty, in all its ſoft variety, 
And love, and crowding joys attend on thee. 
Immortal life ſprings up, where-e'er thou art, 
And heav'nly day breaks in from ev'ry part. 
Thou moon, ye ſtars, and thou, fair ſun, adieu? 
J aſk no more thy riſing beams to view; 
For oh! the light himſelf, with rays divine 
breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine, 


SOLILOGUY XVII. 

B 1 huſh'd, ye gentle pow'rs, of harmony, 
Whatever ſoothing ſounds in nature lie! 
Whatever art, thro all her wide controul 
Of changing notes, has found to touch the ſoul, 
Be huſh'd for ever! while my thoughts attend 
That voice which might ev'n hell itſelf ſuſpend, 
Lull all its anguiſh, calm its fierceſt pains, | 
Open its gates, and looſe th' infernal chains; 
That ſacred voice, whoſe efficacious ſound wo 
Gave motion to the ſpheres, and ſet their tuneful round, 
O let thoſe charming accents from above 
Breathe down celeſtial harmony and love ! 
Eternal joys on the ſmooth current roll, 
And boundleſs pleaſure overwhelms my ſoul. 
Ye angels, I refign your tuneful choirs, 
Nor envy ſeraphim their golden Iyres, 


SQL 
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SO LILOZU T XVII. 
Tu x angels call, they call me from above, 
And bid me haſten to the realms of love; 
My ſoul with tranſport hears the happy doom, 
I come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come ! 


Ye minſtrels of the palaces above, 

Who conſecrate your golden lutes to love; 
When J am entring on the dreary plain, 
| Death's diſmal realms, touch the melodious ſtrain ; 
The charming ſound/ſhall ev'ry care beguile, 
| And make the ſeats of deſolation ſmile. 
My ſoul prepar'd by holy ecſtaſy, 
Shall learn and join the chorus of the ky. 
| Tho? yet a ſtranger to the ſacred fire, 

The heights of love that your high ſtrains inſpire ; 
Some kindling ſparks within my boſom move, 
Which ſtall improve in the gay worlds above. 


Wuzn theſe material clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 
And God in perfe& excellence reveal'd ; HER 
Theſe eyes ſhall ſee thee then, and bleſs the ſight, 
And in thy preſence view immortal light ; 

See beauty in its heav'nly prime unveil'd, 
And wiſdom's boundleſs treaſuries unſeal'd ; 
See thee in ſparkling majeſty ador'd, 
Extoll'd and own'd the univerſal Lord. 


SO LI. | 


. SELLS x 
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SOLILO2UY XIX. 
Ys ſoft complaints, and tender ſighs, 
That from my anxious boſom riſe, 0 5 
Take wing, and reach the diſtant ſkies. 
Your gentle eloquence may move 
The ſacred object of my love 
To heal the anguiſh of my breaft, 
Of God forlorn, and robb'd of reſt. 
But oh.! what ſighs, what ſoft complaine, 
My grief and wild diſtreſs can paint ? 
What lover's pains can equal mine, 
While at thy abſence I repine ? | 
Without thee pleaſure is no more, 
I die 'till thou my bli6 reſtore. 
At once thy lovely face reveal, 
And all theſe gloomy fears diſpel. 
My lov'd Redeemer ! let that name, 
Which does thy tenderneſs proclaim, 
Let that thy ſoft compaſſion move, 
And waken all thy former love. 
Thou taught' my infant lips thy name, 
And didſt my firſt deſires inflame : 
Recall the kindneſs of my youth, 
When firſt I gave my plighted truth; 
Ev'n then I felt the fire divine, 
My young affections all were thine. 


SOLILONUY xx. 
Fain Egen loſt, my fancy oft renews, 
And ftill with grief the beauteous ſcene reviews. 
But oh ! nor verdant plants, nor painted flow'rs, 
Nor eryſtal rills, ſweet ſhades, nor fragrant bow'rs 
| Excite 
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Excite my envy ; theſe I could reſign, 
Nor for the tree of life itſelf repine : 

The nobler bliſs, in high converſe to rove 
With friendly angels, thro” the happy grove, 
Content I would forego; but oh! I mourn 
Delights that ne'er to guilty man return, 
Delights that guilty man could never boaſt, 
Since the bleſt age of innocence was loſt; 
Among the trees with God himſelf to walk, 
And in ſweet converſe to his Maker talk: 
The ſcenes of paradiſe appear'd more fair, 
Nature rejoic'd, and heav'n itſelf was there. 
O highly-favour'd, hail ! how bleſt thy fate ! 
How much unlike thy future wretched ſtate | 
O highly-favour'd, hail ! the angels cry'd, 
The echoing ſkies in chearful ſounds reply d. 
Roll back, thou ſun, and bring thoſe glorious views, 
Thoſe envy'd joys!” 'tis theſe my ſoul purſues, = 


SOLILOQUY XXL. 

To thy high praiſes be my lips unſeal'd, 
And in chaſte ftrains celeſtial love reveal: d. 
O thou bright cauſe of this celeſtial flame! 
In facred rapture let me ſpeak thy name; 
That name which ev*ry: ſullen care beguiles, 
That dear - lov'd name ſtill breath d with heav*nly ſmile; 
That makes the wildeſt tonms of paſſion ceaſe, - 
And fills my breaſt with unmoleſted peace. 
How much I leve thee, chou alone canft tell, 
On thee, on thee my though for ever dwell. 
To all hut thee my joys, my hopes are loſt; 
How fair thou art to ht the Won an boat 

4 


3 When 
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When I but meet a ſmile from thy bright eyes, 
Nature in all her blooming glory flies ; 

And let the whole creation diſappear, 

I have enough ; for God himſelf is here ! 


SOLILO2UY XXII.. 


TI'L x ſpend the ſilent hours in vows to thee, 
Nothing ſhall come betwixt my God and me. 
No other image ſhall my ſoul employ, 

No earthly pleaſure, no unholy joy. 
From all the charms of ſenſual objects free, 
My ſpirit diſengag'd ſhall fpring to thee. 
The whole creation I at once reſign, 
I aſk no more, be thou, great God, but mine ! 
'Tis thou alone ſhalt ſill my thoughts, to thee 
All my deſire in its full height ſhall be. 
Be thou my portion, my eternal lot, 
And be the world in ev'ry form forgot! 
In ſilence, undiſturb'd with pomp and noiſe, 
Let me be ſwallow'd in immortal joys : 
Fall in my view place all the bliſs above, 
The ſcenes of pleaſure and eternal love ; 
From op'ning heav*ns let ftreaming glories ſhine, - 
And thy ſweet whiſpers tell me thou art mine 


es; 
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Dee 
DEvouT SoOLILOQUIES, E 
1 | F | LA: 
| In blank verſe. A 

| SOLILODEUT I. 

THrov! to whom the faireſt angel veils Lo 

With folded wings, the beauties of his face, An 

"Tis thee, tis thee alone my wiſhes ſeek: Th 

For thee I'd break the fondeſt ties below, WI 

Forget the names of amity and love, | * 
And ev'ry gentle blandiſhment of life. 

© TvRx aſide the veil that hides thy face, 4 

And holds the glonous viſion from my view, Di 

Pity the agonies of ſtrong deſire, Int 

And ſtand in open majeſty confeſt? 

If when a few ſhort moments are expir'd, v 

And this frail ſubſtance to its duſt returns, Aud 

If thou wilt then unfold thy lovely face, | Tho 

And in the heights of excellence appear; Tho 

Why wilt thou not indulge a moment's bliſs, Nor 

Diſcloſe one beam of thy unclouded light, Wha 

To chear the joyleſs gloom of mortal life? Ke tc 

Fore vn the fond impatience of my ſoul, * 

Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, Thot 

No entertainment in this lonefome world ; Her 


\ Tis all a diſmal ſolitude to me. 
8 O LI. v. 
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SG rr II. 
Wurxk am I? ſurely paradiſe is round me! 
My ſoul, my ſenſe is fall of thy perfection. 
Whatever nature boaſts in all her pride, 
The blooming fragrancy of thouſand ſprings 
Are open to my view: and thou art all 
[The charming, the delicious land of love. 


I x Nx o w not what to ſpeak ! for human words 
Loſe all their pow'r, their emphaſis and force, 
And grow inſipid, when I talk of thee, 
The excellence ſupreme, the God of gods: 
Whate'er the language of thoſe gods, thoſe pow'rs 
In heav'nly places crown'd ; however ſtrong, 
Or muſical, or clear their language be, 
Yet all falls ſhort of thee ; tho? ſet to ſtrains 
That hell would ſmile to hear, and wild * 
Diſcord, and mad confuſion Rand compos'd 
In fx d attention to the charming ſong. 


Wu x wilt thou blow away theſe envious clouds, 
And ſhew me all the dazzling ſcenes within? 
Thoſe heav'ns of beauty and eſſential glory: 

Thoſe ſights: which eyes of mortals never ſaw, 

Nor ear has heard, nor boldeſt thought conceiv'd. 
What will theſe wonders prove ? how ſhall my pow rs 
be to their full capacity employ'd 

In ecſtaſy and love? how ſhall I rove 

for ever thro? thoſe regions of delight, 

Thoſe paths, where joy ineffable leads on 

ter ſmiling train, and wings the jocund hours. 


vor. I. K Cour, 
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Coux, ye triumphant moments! come away 
Thou glorious period]! where I fix my eyes; 

For which I hourly chide the ling'ring courſe 

Of ſun, and moon, and ey "ry tardy ſtar. | 

Thou end of all my grief, the happy date 

Of care, and pain, and ev'ry human ill! 


SOLITLOIVUT un. 
Asso“ E the penance of mortality, 

And let me now commence the life divine. 
I ficken for inlargement Where's the bar? 
Thy ſpirit is not ſtraitned, thou canſt raiſe 
Thy creature to what eminence thou wilt. 
Unmerited the brighteſt ranks above 
Receiv'd their flame and purity from thee. 


I daR& not anige with the Molt High, 
Nor boaſt, but of my wants and indigence. 
Let me be poor, neceſſitous and low, 

Or any thing, that thou mayſt be advancd! 
If I muſt glory, let me glory here, f 
That I can make no claim, nor afk reward. 

O be thy goodneſs free! give like thyſelf, 
And be thy own magpilicence the rule! 
Still undiminiſh'd, from thy endleſs ſtore : 
Eternal bounty canngt leſſen thee. 5 


Wu x ſhouldſt thou bound thyſelf, and _ the 


courſe 
Of thy own glorious nature: which is all 


O'erflowing love, and pure beneficence ? 3 
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is thy delight and glory to diſpenſe B 
Treaſures of wiſdom, life, and heav* nly love | 
| To ſouls that pine and languiſh after thee. 


O THov can'ſt never laviſh out thy tore ! 
| The ſun, - that from his radiant exaltation 
| Looks down, and bleſſes univerſal nature, | 
| Nor from the meaheit worm keeps back his rays, 
That ſun is but a feeble type of thee. 


| MiLlL1ons of happy ſpirits draw in life 
And pleaſure from thy ſmiles; yet ſtill he ſprings; 
The freſh, the ever-riſing ſprings of joy 
Unwaſted flow—Thou to thy glorious ſelf 
Art all- ſufficient, the ſum, the plenitude 
Of thy own bliſs ; and canſt thou not ſupply | 
The utmoſt wiſhes of created minds? a 


$0LTYO QUT ; ©. oe 
Lzer God himſelf, to whom I dare appeal, | 
Let God, my glorious judge, be witneſs here ! ! 
Unfold my inmoſt ſoul, for thou ſhalt find 
No rival form, no image but thy Own. 
So {ure I love thee, I would ſtake wy blib, 
My immortality on this Msn © 


[5 this exiſtence ts or a dream! ? 
the Il Ts light, is life, or is tlie ſacred name 
Of virtue dear? Do I love happineſs? 
'Tis ſure I do! and oh! 'tis full as ſure 
love my God. If this is not a truth, 
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| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


Give up my hours, and ev'ry thought to thee . 


Abſtract 3 thee, can furniſh out q bliſs, 
To entertain theſe infinite defires : 


F . e 
1 
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I do not breathe, I have nor hopes, nor fears, 
I know not where, I know not what I am, 
But wander in uncertainty and doubt. 

If this is not a truth, why have I ſhut 

My eyes on all the beauty of the world ? 

Why have I ſtopp'd my ears to ev 'ry call 

Of glory and delight ? why do I ſhun, | 
'The paths of ' pleaſure? why deſpiſe the j joys, 
The entertainments of ſociety ;. 

And loſt to all, in ſolitary ſhades 


2m, 2A  » 


My God, I cry, the treaſure of my ſoul, | 
Give me my woe, and let the world forſake me ! E 


he. OS Fy td 


M Y whole enjoyment in thy love conſiſts ; 
Nor earth, nor heav'n, nor the high heav'n above, 


No, thou art all the ſolace of my life; TD 

Shouldſt thou but ſay thou haſt no pleaſure in me, 

Lo! here I am but oh ! the moſt undone 

And wretched thing that the creation names. 

For I muſt love thee ftill ; howeer thou deal'ſt | 
With me, till I muſt love thee for thy own perfections, 
And languiſh for thee thro' eternal years. 


OOH A Ow It oo >» Ot» ww 


SOLILOQUY v. 


Can ſome ſond lover, by the charming r̃ force 
Of mortal beauty held, invoke the groves, 1 
The fields, the floods, and all the ſparkling ſtars Ir 
To witneſs his unſhaken truth and love ; 


What 


% 
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While the frail object of his boaſted faith 

Fades like a painted flow'r, and is no more: 

And ſhall my heart, with heav'nly love inflam'd, 
8 Grow doubtful, while I ſwear eternal truth 

To the prime Excellence, Beauty divine; 

Shall J proteſt with caution ? ſhall my tongue 
| Speak with referve, and yield but half aſſent ? 


| No; let me find the moſt pathetic form; 
Beyond the obligations men have known, 

| Beyond all human ties; ſolemn as when 

Some mighty angel lifts his hand on high, 

And TR the living God atteſts his oath. 


Tu us let me bind my ſoul—and oh! be wages, 
Ye ſhining miniſters (for you ſurround, 
And ſanctify the place where holy vows 
Aſcend to heav'n) be witneſs when we meet 
Upon the immortal ſhores, as foon we mutt, 
Be witneſs ! for the ſolemn hour draws near ; 
That ſolemn hour, when with triumphant joy 
Or exquiſite confuſion, I ſhall hear 
Your approbation, or your juſt reproaches : 
Your juſt reproaches if you find me falſe; 
If this fond heart, enſnar'd by earthly charms, 
Shall break its faith, and ſtain the ſanctity 
Of plighted vows and conſecrated flames. 


OTnov! to whoſe all-ſeeing eye my ſoy! 
Lies all unveil'd, to thee I dare appeal : 
If thou art not my chief, my only joy, 


hie 6 | K 3 T Let 
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Let ſacred peace for ever fly my breaſt, 


And reſt become an endleſs firanger there. 


Let no harmonious found delight n mine ears, 855 


If thy lov'd 1 name is not the Tweeteſt accent, | wa 


The moſt tranſporting muſic ic they cony ey. 
Let beauty ne'er again, atiraRt | my eyes, | 
Shut out the ſun, and ev'ry pleaſant thing 
Its rays diſcloſe, if cer 1 find a charm 


In nature's lovely face, abſuact from the. 
Let all my hopes, my gayeſt expectations 1 
Be blaſted, when they are not en W cher. 


O I might ſpeak a bolder ! fangusge füll, 
Ard bid thee cut off all my future hopes 
Of heay'nly bliſs, if thy tranſporting ſmiles. 
Are not the emphaſs of all N Nitde 82 

% N 

THrsn eyes have never ſeen thy e "BY 

No accent of thy voice has reach'd my ear, 


And yet my heart's acquainted well with tbee 


To thee it opens all its ſecret ſtorrre 


— 


Of joy and grief, ase 0 case. e 
I'v known the names of father, huſband, Friend; 


| But when I think of thee, theſe tender ties, 


Theſe ſoft engagements yaaifh into air. 5 


A M1D'ST the gentleſt blandifGments-and :charms, 
The ſmiles and flatt'ring boaſts of human things, 
My foul ſprings forward, and lays hold oa thee; 


A 41 
Call 
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Calls thee her only portion and defence,  .  +- 
Nor knows a thought of diſfidence or fear. In 


Le T nature fail, Jet darkneſs hide the fare, 
And cover with a fable veil the ſun; _ 
Unchang'd and fix'd the truth of God remains, 
Nor knows the leaſt decay, I lere et me reſt, 
With full aſſurance and unſhaken faith. 


O THov unbounded, ſelf. ſuſſicient Bejng-! 
How rich am II how happy! how ſecure! | 
How full my portion in poſſeſſing thee ! 
One gentle, one tranſporting ſmile of thine, 
Thou darling of my ſoul! contains more wealth 
Than this, or thouſand brighter worlds can boalt, 
'Tis thou thyſelf art my immediate blis,. 
My paradiſe, 1 everlaſting heav'n! 


3011102 Ur vi. 


I Love thee—Here the pomp of! Jangeage 8 4 
And leaves th' unutterable thought behind ; 
The eloquence of men, the muſes art, 
Their harmony and tuneful cadence ſink. 1 
Whatever names of tenderneſs and love, . 
Whatever holy union nature knows, 
Are faint deſcriptions of celeſtial fires. 


B r oh! may ſinful breathing duſt preſume 
To talk to thee. of love and warm deſires? | 
To thee ! who ſit'ſt ſupreme enthron'd on heights 
Of glory, which no human thought can reach? 
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Shall wretched man whoſe dwelling is with duff, 
That calls corruption his original, 

And withers like the graſs, ſhall he preſume, 


With heart and lips unſanQify'd, to ſpeak 
On ſubjects, where the holy ſeraphim 


Would ſtop their lutes; and with a graceful pauſe - 


Confeſs the glorious theme too great for words, 
For eloquence immortal to expreſs ? 


Yer I muſt aim at ſubjeQs infinite, 
For oh! my love-fick heart is full of thee. 
In crowds, in ſolitude, the field, the temple, 
All places hold an equal ſanctity; 
Wbile thy lov'd name in humble invocation 
Dwells on my tongue, and ev'ry gentle figh 
Bi eathes out my life, my very foul to thee. 


$OLILOQUY VII. 


FounTain of love, in thy delightful ſtreams 
Let me for ever bathe my raviſh'd ſoul, 
Inebriated in the vaſt abyſs, 1 
The plenitude of joy; where all theſe wide, 
Theſe infinite deſires ſhall die away 
An endleſs plenty, and complete 1 


O ur dear God ! have I a ſingle * 

A thought of happineſs, remote from thee ? 
Am I atreſt? tho' thou haſt crown'd my years 
With ſmiling plenty, and unmingled peace. 

Is not the joy, the ſolace of my life 
Summ'd i in thy ſmiles, and cemter'd in thy love? 


WHAT 


— ww} — kJ 
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WHAT is this vain, this viſionary ſcene 
Of mortal things to me? my thoughts aſpire 
Beyond the narrow bounds of rolling ſpheres. 
The world is crucify'd and dead to me, 
And I am dead to all its empty ſhews ; 
But oh! for thee unbounded wiſhes warm 
My panting ſoul, and call forth all her pow'rs. 
| Whate'er can raiſe deſire, or give delight, 
Or with full joy repleniſh ev'ry wiſh, 
Is found in thee, thou infinite abyſs 
| Of ecſtaſy and life !—How my free ſoul 
| Expatiates in theſe wide, theſe boundleſs joys! L 
How am I loſt to ev'ry thought but thee, 
Forgetting ev'n myſelf, forgetting all 
| But tnee, my glorious, everlaſting theme! 


Tnou wilt, thou muſt return upon my ſoul, 
Till death; and after death, while I exiſt, 
Ages, ten thouſand ages I will fix | 
My full attention on thy bright perfections. 


SO EZ. LO ZU HT IX 
O BLow theſe clouds away, and let me ſee 
Thoſe diſtant glories that attract my love 
I muſt be ſatisfy'd, theſe longings quench'd, 
Theſe infinite defires muſt find an object; 
Or thou haſt made thy nobleſt work in vain. 


| Taz beaſts are happy ; they attain the end 
Appointed for them by the courſe of nature, 
They reach whate'er their fenſes can enjoy, 


Ks Ner 
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Nor ſeek, nor apprehend ſuperior bliſs ; 

Inſenſible of thee; whoſe potent word 
Call'd out their various clans from empty nothing; 
Yet unacquainted ſtrangers to thy name, 

Nor knowing higher good, e are at reſt. 


Bur man, capaeious of onal bil. 
Purſues, unſeen, an object infinite; 


And only there can find the reſt he ſeeks. 

tis e dna: 

SO LILO. 2 U Yr . 
Mu great Redeemer lives! I-know he lives of 

I feel the ſacred; the tranſporting truth - 
Exulting in my ſoul ; He lives to plead. | 
My cauſe above (unworthy as I am |!) 
He there appears to interceds. for me. 


My aka i on high, and the beſt Spirit 
With gentle atteſtations pleads within 3 - 
Divine the voice, 'tis all celeſtial truth, 

J yield my glad aſſent ; triumphant hope, 
And heavenly ai 5 my 6858 


I musT, I vil rejoice; 'tis God himſelf 
Is my exceeding j joy: He kindly ſmiles, 
And heav'n, and earth look gay; while all the clouds 
That conſcious guilt ſpread o'er my ſhudd'ring ſoul 
Vaniſh before thoſe reconciling e eyes. 5 | 


'Ye pow'rs oy darkneſs, where are all your threats ? 
Speak out your charge, the black indictment read; 3 
I own the dreadful, 21. amazing core; ; 15 : 


But 
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But who condemns, when God does juſtify ? 

Who ſhall accuſe, when freely he acquits? 

He calls me bleſt, and what malignant pow'r f 
Shall call the bleſüng back ? who ſhall reverſe of . 
What the Moſt- High has ſaid ?—Nor life, nor death, 

Nor depth below, nor endleſs height above 

Shall part me from his everlaſting love. ah 


SOLILO2QUY xX. 
Wu ak are the boaſts of nature ? where 1 its pri ide, 
When reaſon looks within with humble view, 


And ſanity of judgment meaſures out 
My cendudt by the perfect laws of God? 


Bur oh! let not my crimes recorded ſtand + +- 
Pefore thy fight, nor call me to account, | 
Thou righteous Judge 3 for who can anſwer thee ? 
Can mortal man be juſt? can he be pure 
Whoſe dwelling is with fleſh? If chou ſhouldſt 00 
Into my ſecret guilt, I am undone; 

But if thou pardon the unnumber'd ſcore, 

The glory will be thine, whoſe clemency 

Can know no bounds ; for thou art uncontroul'd, 
And abſolute in all thy ways: No rule 

Put thy own perfect nature limits thee. 

ISIN k, this empty ſhadow pays thee homage, + 

And vaniſhes to nothing; thou art all. 

1 am bit vanity, this is my ſhare; 

I am content, be thou alone advanc'd ! 
Thy grace is free, thy favours unconfin'd : 


Whatc'er 
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Whate'er my pride can boaſt, my righteouſneſs 
Can never profit thee———The ſaints above, 
The higheſt- angels ſtand not unreproach'd, 

Nor ſpotleſs in the preſence of thy glory. 


O do not ſtricthy mark my num' rous erimes, 
Nor aſk what J deſerve, but what becomes | 
The grandeur of thy name, thy glorious nature, 
Thy clemency, and gentle attributes: : 
Act thou up to the heights of grace divine, 
And be the glory and ſalvation thine ! 


SOLILO2UY XII. 

 Wutn will the journey end? this weary race, 
This tedious pilgrimage of life be o'er ? 
Tis guilt, tis error, ſhades and darkneſs all 
Some helliſh ſnare attends on ev'ry ſtep, 
And I ſhall tumble, fall, and be undone ; 
If thou one moment leave thy trembling charge, 
And truft me to myſelf, my treach'rous heart 
Will give up all the boundleſs joys to come, 
The ſmiles of God, the raptures of his love, 
For toys, for trifles, droſs and empty dreams. 
My foes are watchful; and my fooliſh heart, 
Too credulous, unguarded and. ſecure, 
Gives eaſy entrance to the fatal arts 
Of thofe inferhal pow'rs that ſeek. my ruin. 


Bu r thou canſt break the ſnare ; and hitherto 
The Lord has help'd, be thine alone the praiſe 
O leave me nat at laſt to bring reproach, 

Or caſt a blemiſh on thy holy ways. 
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Thou know f my folly, impotence and guilt, 
What darkneſs, what depravity controls | 
My nobler pow'rs ; how when my riſing thoughts 
Would fix on thee, this mortal part withſtands, 


O BR1NG my ſoul from this deteſted priſon, 
Enlarge it, and my tongue ſhall ſpeak thy praiſe ! 


S G LIZLO AUT XIII. 
Co: to my longing ſoul, that I may know 

My union with thee in immortal love: 
This is the ſecret language of my heart. 
dare appeal to thee, my awful Judge, 
Whoſe eyes can penetrate my inmoſt thought; 
Thou art my firſt deſire, my warmeſt wiſn: 
Tbeſe reſtleſs motions, theſe repeated ſighs 
Are all addreſs d to thee ; at thee J aim, 
In theſe imperfect flights, theſe upward views, 
Theſe frequent glances at the diſtant ſtars ; 
Fain would they pierce beyond the azure veil, 
And gaze at thoſe tranſporting fights within. 


Pw T out your gaudy lights, ye rolling ſpheres | 
Could I but ſee the brighter worlds beyond, 
I ſhould with joy bid ſun and ſtars adieu, 
With all the beauteous ſcenes their beams diſplay. 


I'v tir'd, I'm fick of all theſe trifling things, 
The ſhew, the vain amuſements of the world ; 
Thou art my only joy : Again my foul 
Aiteſts its firſt, its early, glorious choice, 


\ 


Under my hand (behold, my preſent Judge, 
For thou art here a witneſs to my truth) 

Under my hand I take thee for my portion, 
My preſent bliſs, and all my future hope. 


cas reproach on ev'ry lower good, 
And look with ſcorn on tranſitory things; 

Divide them where thou wilt; 'tis thou thyſelf, 

Thy ſmiles, the full fruition of thy love 

My panting ſoul purſues: not all the pomp 

Or pleaſure of the ſkies, abſtract from thee, 

Could make me Fu or fill theſe n * 


5 01 TL OAUr xIV. 
Tu x hour muſt come, the laſt important hour, 
O let me meet it with expecting joy! 
Nor let the king of terrors wear à frown, 
Nor bring unweleome 1 to 185 2 88 


Wu E w all the ſprings of life are running be, 
And ebbing faſt in death; when nature tir'd, 
Trembling and faint, gropes thro' the gloomy vale, 
Nor human aid can give the leaſt fupport ; nie 
| Then may the cordials of eternal love 
pour in divine refreſnments vn my ſoul; | 
Then let him fmile, whoſe gentle fmiles Saks ckear 
The — of hell, and ſcatter all i its gloom. 


F ORGET me vot in chit” important hour; . 
Recall theſe earneſt fighs, look kindly o'er 
"The long recorded file of humble pray r 


Sent 
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Sent to thy gracious ſeat: Thou, who at once 
Doſt paſt, and preſent, and the future view, 
Give back an anſwer in that ſullen moment, 
When all things elſe ſhall ſail. No ſound of j Joy, 
No fight of beauty, no delightful ſcene - | 
Shall aught avail ; nor ſun, nor ſparkling ſtars 


Shall yield one gentle, one propitious ray, 
To gild the fatal duſk, or a "_ ſoul. 


Tu EN let the 5 of e ae 
With dawning light, and be the proſpect clear 
Beyond the diſmal gulph ; let darting beams 
Of glory meet my view—+ Be hell defy'd, 
On that triumphant day: O let me give 
A parting challenge to infernal rage, 

And ſing ſalvation to the Lans for ever! 


SO LILO Ur XV, 

Tn o v lovely object of my utmoſt hope, 
Whate'er my ſoul ſtretch'd to its vaſt extent, 
And wide capacity of bliſs can graſp ! 
I would be from this moment-free from all 
Terrene delight, and joy in God alone. | | 
Here I might ſtill txpatiate in the realm 
of boundleſs bliſs, and drink the ſprings of lie FD 
Unſully'd at the native fountain head. 


Orno en by a ſoft, but certain band 
Of everlaſting love haft drawn my ſoul ; 
Continue the attraction, bring me near, 
Nor let us part for ever What words can * 


it | 3 The 
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The horrors of that doom, that ſhould divide 
My ſoul from all its bliſs ? aceurſt diviſion ! 
O be it ne'er my lot ! Let dark oblivion 
Extinguiſh this frail ſpark of entity, 
Blot me, in mercy blot me from exiſtence, 
Rather than blot me from the book of life! 


\ 


Wuar pangs, what agonies would ſhake my ſoul, 
To take a laſt, a ſad farewel of thee; . 
The rage of love, an everlaſting hre, 

Muſt prey for ever on the ſofteſt ſenſe, | _ 
And feeling of the ſoul Rather let looſe 
Thy mighty hand, and cruſh me into nothing; 
At leaſt efface thy image from my heart, 
Thoſe traces of an excellence divine: 
Tormenting view l if. ne'er to be enjoy'd, 
Let me forget thee, ard forget myſelf ; 

Loſe all remembrance. of -thy favours paſt, 

Nor e'er recall to mind thoſe. bliſsful hours, 
Spent in a ſweet communion with my God. 


suov rp theſe tran ſporting ſcenes return in-view, 
I fure ſhall curſe myſelf, defy the ſaints 
That in thy temple dwell, and ſee thy face: 
Perhaps, this tongue (0 emphaſis of woe! 
The loweſt depth, the horror of damnation F 
Perhaps, this tongue urg'd with infernal rage, 
With impious blaſphemies may wound thy name; 
That dear, adorable, tranſportiog name, 
That name imprinted on my inmoſt ſoul, 
That now is all my joy, my final hope! 


$0Lt 
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$OLFTLOYgUY XVI. 

Draw me, O draw me! then with-eager haſte | 
Unweary'd 1 ſhall. run the ſacred paths 
Thy word directs; but if unmov'd by thee, 8 
A lump of dull unanimated clay 
As well might riſe, and mean the lofty ſky; 
As well theſe cold, theſe ſenſeleſs ſtones may wake, 
May find a omg voice, and call thee Father. 


Itty E, 1 move, but as thy quickning pow'r 
Exerts itſelf, and animates my being; | 
And longer than thou draw'ſt, I cannot move. 

For I am weak and vain, my nature funk 
From its primeval rectitude and grace, 
Helpleſs and deſtitute of all that's good: 
But thus I humbly caſt myſelf on thee, 
Imploring ſuccour at thy gracious hands; 
Imploring wiſdom, to evade the wiles 
Of my infernal foes, that hourly watch 
My ſteps, to tempt them into fatal ſnares, 

And labyrinths of darkneſs —-—Take my band, 
And gently lead me in the dang'rous road 
Of mortal life, this gloomy pilgrimage: 

My great directing light, if thou nnd. 
I wander, and inevitably periſh. 
And oh! 'tis endleſs ruin, deep perdition ; | 

A loſs (diſtracting thought) a loſs that ne'er 
Thro' everlaſting years can be repair'd ; 
The loſs of God, and all the boundleſs joys, 
Th' immortal rapture that his preſence gives. 


** » "» r . 
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210 PO * M oF on vero occuſions. | 


$0L1L.02UY XVII. 


Min eyes have ne'er beheld, nor heart: concely'd 
The wonders of thy face ; and yet unſen 
Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmeſt bye.” . 

I live in thee, in thee alone am bleſt 
Thou art my darling thought; my ſoul exults, 
It boaſts in thee, and triumphs all the day. ; 

That thou art happy gives me perfe@ joy; 
I am at reſt in thee——Let kingdoms ſink, 
Thou doſt drdain their fall; or let them riſe, 
Thy pleaſure is fulfl®d——Be- thou ſupreme ! ? 
Be abſolute I join my glad affent, ' 
With all the proſtrate angels round thy throne, 

L Unqueſtion'd be thy will! for oh! 'tis juſt, | 

And righteous alt thy ways. Be thou ador'd 

. For ever in the heights of waſehy! | 

Thy grandeur fills me With a jaſt contempt” 5 

For all the pomp on earth; that chou art fair 1 1 6h 

(O how divinely fair 0 gives freth delight „ 

And tranſport to my foul; ——How F rejoice © 

To find'thee' (IF beyond fimilitude,” © 

Still riſing in ſapttior excellente 5 

To ev'ry lovely thing thy hands have made: 4: da 

Ev'n ſeraphim itt their immortal bloom . 

Thoſe morning ſtars, the firſt born fmiles of Nei b. 

If once compar'd to thee, their brighteſt charms 

Would fade mays. and wither | in thy « : 


= > 


. 
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SOLILOQQ UT XVIII. 
I w11 1 not leave thee; bid me not be gone, 

Repulſe me not, for I will take no nay. 

As thou doſt tive, Iwill purſue thee ſtill, 

Nor e' er let go my hold: I'm fix'd' on this, 

To wireſtle with thee till T gain the bleſſing. 

I cannot be deny d; thy word is paſt, 

'Tis ſeal'd, *tis ratify dj thou art -oblig'd, 

Engag'd, confin'd by thy own clemency, ” 

And ſpotleſs RE we Rem to = cal. 


I cou x, I enter by he a of faith 

The holy place; thro' the atoning blood 
I kneel, I humbly worſhip at thy ſeat, 

My great requeſt is to obtain thy grace, 
Thro' my Redeemer's merits : Here's the way 
By which I-would approach thy ſacred throne. 
O let me never mget with R repolſa, 

While I invoke; thee by that 1 name; Fa. 
That name, in which is centet'd thy delight, 
That name, which at thy owa command I uſe; 
Nor can it be in vain Thy word is paſt; 
Nor can'ſt thou vary, or deny thyſelf, 

And change thy Purpoſes, like fickle man. 


Tu earth ſhall change her form, the ſhiniog ſkies- 
Shall loſe their light, and vaniſh into ſhade; 


But not a tittle of thy ſacred word 
Shall fail the hopes of them i SPY 4 thee. 
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BE gone, ye impious, unbelieving fears f 
T am a ſinner, freely tis confeſt. 
Unmeriting the leaſt regard from thee ;- 
But here the riches of thy grace will thine ; 
To thee immortal honour will ariſe, 
When ſuch a worthleſs wretch as I ſhall ſtand 
Acquiued by an act of foy'reign will . 
Before thy gracious ſight; cleans'd from my guilt 
By a Redeemer's blood, that healing bam 
For all the wounds within -In beay'nly kunins 
My lips ſhall tell the ſtory of thy grace 3 | 
Ages ſhall in a long ſucceſſion roll, 
While the bleſt theme employs my joyful tongue: : 
Unbounded gratitude ſball ſwell 7 ſoul, 
And all its nobler faculties ye.” 


$OLILOQUY. XIX./ 


Van 18H my doubts, and ſet me give the oy 
Due to th' eternal name, by ſtedfaſt faith, 
Hope againſt hope, believe above belief! 

For he that ſaid, is able to perform: - ar iis 
His word annihilates, his word creates ; E 
And he can open the eternal flores, 5 

And pour ten thouſand bleſſigs on my head. 


Wu r ſhould'ſt thou bound b why ſhould'ſt 
thou ſtay. 
The ſacred byaſs of thy glorious nature? 
For thou art love ſupreme, eſſential love, 
Ex'n my unworthineſs can be no bar. 


— 


Shall 
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Shall ſinful man grow great by his os 


Shall duſt and vanity obſtru& the courſe 
Of thy omnipotence, and ſpoil the boaſt 
Of free, of abſolute benignity)? 


Lo vr is thy life, in its tranſcendent heigbt 
And full enjoyment ; thy eternal thought, 
In boundleſs wiſdom, wark'd it as the ed 
Of all thy glorious works; and it ſhall riſe 
Triumphant and victorious over all 
The obſlacles that ſeem to check i mt courſe. 


I x this tranſporting, amiable "EM 
The mild, the gentle glories of thy nature, 
Let me behold and meet thy gracious ſmiles : 
Here I can triumph, here my hopes run high; 
They know no bounds, but infinitely free 
Graſp all a bleſt eternity cantains. 


SOCLEOD UT XxX: 

O Gov of ages! view my narrow ſpan, 
Behold how ſhort a period thou haſt ſet 
The limits of my life ! how like a ſhade, 
A paſſing cloud, my vain exiſtence flies 
Yet all my boundleſs hopes, my future views 
For endleſs ages on this narrow ſpan, | 
This little rivulet of time depend : 
And oh ! how faſt the glidivg current flows ! 
Nothing retards its everlaſting courſe ; 


a 


_ FEvn 
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Ev'n now my haſty moments paſs 2 2 y Topo 
Forever, O forever they are Lone! 9 ** N = back 


I v1 +e-with ev'ry breath; nb clliny back | 
The niceſt point of all my vain duration, 
*Tis paſt beyond retrieve! but oh! there reſt 
Eternal things on this important point: p 
This ſpan of life, chis ſhort allotted ſpan, 5 
Is all I have to manage for the fake 
Of an immortal ſoul ; the glorious weight 3 
Of heav'nly crowns and kingdoms are e 
And oh! if loſt, can never be recall'd. 
This #owv, this fleeting tranſitory. mow. rout 
Contains my all; and yet this awful truck en 
Sits lightly on my ſoul, and faintly moves 5 
My drooping pow'rs to action. ä 
Yet there's a ſtrict account that muſt be. 1 ; 
When the great day, the day of reck ning comes: 
The ſolemn hour draws nigh, nor ſleeps my . 3 
Twill ſoon decide my everlaſting ſtate, 
And no appeal will ever be allow'd. 

FSR TY "Eres 


$OLTLOQUY XX 


O THov! whoſe glorious, whoſe all-ſceing eye 
Marks all che dubious paths t that lie before mz... 
Who from my mother's womb haſt been my . 
And led me thro' the vatious turns of. life; fk 
Conceal not now thyſelf in darkſome ſhades, _ | 
But let me clearly know thy facred will, | 
To guide me thro' the wild, uncertain —_ 

Of mortal life, and let not hell deceive me: 


— 


For 
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For I am wholly thine ; thou know'ſt I am 
Devoted to thy fear. For this my ſoul, 

Whoſe ſecrets thou canſt tell, appeals to thee. 

Oh! thou doſt ſee my thought's moſt diſtant aims, 
And art my glorious witneſs, how ſincere, | 
How perfectly my will's.refign'd to chine. 


Bzn0LD me here attending thy commands, 
With low ſubmiſſion oh ! behold me here, 
Liſt'ning to catch the whiſpers of thy voice; 
In humble filence I attend the ſound, 

And wait thy ſacred orders. 0 determine, 
Determine all my ſteps, and mark my path! 

For I am blind, and bent to vanity. * 

The pow'rs of hell conſpire with my own heart 

To lead me on to ſin and fatal ſvares : 

But leave me not in the laſt darkſome tracks, 

The cloſing part; let that be all ſerene; | 
Let that be ſpent in works of love and Praife, 1 885 
To fit me {Ive che rcſtaſies above. a f 


As the eng ſun new Fen Oy | | 
Till at bright noon he ſhines in full perfection; 3 
Thus let me reach the higheſt point of virtue, 

As far as frail mortality can riſe: 

Then let me ſet in glory, and in ſmiles.  - 
Victoria let me ſing : Be thine the crown, 
Be thine alone, redeeming grace, the praiſe ! 


— 


SO LI. 


: 
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80111 02 Ur XXII. 


Iuavr thy word, thou canſt not tall it back, 
L have thy oath, by thy own glorious name 


Atteſted and confirm'd——Lard, tis enough! 


My unbelieving fears are all ſubdu d. 


God of my pious fathers! who didſt ſet 
Thy love on them, and chuſe their worthleſs - race, 
Ev'n me, of all thy family the leaſt, 
To magnify thy own peculiar grace: 
For thy prerogative is abſolute, © _ 
And uncontroul'd thy will; whate'er has ws 
Thy own unerring counſel thou haſt done. 


O THINK on all thy kind and gracious words ; 
And. what thy mouth hath ſpoken let thy hand 
In ev'ry point fulfil, let nothing fail! 

For thou art rich in grace, tho' I m poor 


In merit, and can nothing claim from thee. 


I dare not plead a debt; yet thou haſt ſworn, 
Sworn by the glory of thy hativeſs, 

That thou wilt not in any wiſe deceive me. 
Thou all things canſt; ev'n my unworthineſs 
Can be no bar, no obſtacle to thee: 

It is not what I am, but what thou art, 
And what thy gracious influence can effect. 


Cax duſt and aſhes plead deſert before thee? 


| The height of holineſs and majeſty | 


Can view no merit in the clay he form'd. 


But 
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But oh ! what bounds has goodneſs infinite? 

What limits ſhall almighty love confine? 

Who works in all things as his counſel guides, 
Mov'd by his own benignity ; the ſpring, 

The everlaſting ſpring, from whence ariſe 

All the bright ſchemes, and well contriv'd deſigns, | 
That love in its omnipotence could form. 


Ye heights ineffable, ye wond'rous ways, 
Ye glorious myfteries, ye trackleſe paths 
Of the great Sov'reign of the earth and ſkies ; 
Whate'er J am, whate'er I hope, thro? all 
Futurity, in ev'ry bliſsful ſcene, 
The fountain muſt be free, unbounded grace. 


SOLILOSU TY: Mul. 

Lo, here I ſtand deveſted of the world ! ' 
give its empty glories to the wind: OF 97.4 
Forſaking all that mortals covet here, 
come to thee,” atteſting thy great name, 

That thou art ſingly in thyſelf my hope, 
Renouncing all things elſe, my full delight. 


LET me be baniſh'd to ſome place remote, 
Where no created thing could give me joy : 
Let me have ſweet communion there with tee, 
Breathte on me there the fragrance of thy love, 
Thoſe ever. blooming ſweets, and let me hear 
Immortal muſic, harmony divine 
In thy tranſporting voice: Be this my lot, 
And give the laughing world their jovial choice 


vo 1. I. . How 
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Ho w poor, how empty all its joys, compar'd | 
To thoſe ſublime, to thoſe exalted pleaſures, 
That break upon my ſoul, when thou doſt ſmile ! 


A T1ms will come (O haſte the bliſsful day) 
When I ſhall ſee thy lovely face unveil'd ; 
When theſe bleſt eyes ſhall recreate their views 


Y 
With viſions all divine, the dazzling ſcenes 0 
Of uncreated excellence and light. y 
Bu r now I love thee diſtant and unſeen : 4 
I feel a flame, which theſe created things . 
In all their pride and ſtudied elegance | 
Can never gratify ; ſhould they aſſume 
The graces of the ſkies, the higheſt bloom 
Of charms immortal, and unfading life; 
Yet theſe are not my God. No 
Snov1.» angels open the eternal ſcenes, | 
And ſtand reveal'd before my wond'ring eyes X 
In all their pomp of ſplendor and perfection: | 
Or if beyond them there are fairer forms, " 


Beauties un-nam'd, and unreveal'd to men; 
Where'er creation ends, the diſtance ſtill 
Ts infinite from that * which 1 * 


801 ILO Ar XXIV, 


- Wy Eur fly my wiſhes? what aſpiring views 


Are theſe that animate my tow'ring hopes? 
What boundleſs aims does my ambition take ? 
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"Tis God himſelf, the great eternal God, 

That ſpread the heav'ns, and kindled all the lights 

That rofl on high, 'tis he is all my bliſs ! 

My ſoaring thoughts can take no lower aim, 

Thither alone * bold deſires aſcend. 


Ys ſplendors unconceiv'd, ye.joys anknowe, 
Ye ſights that mortal ken has ne'er explor'd, 
O when in dazzling pomp will you unfold 


Your fair tranſporting proſpects to my ſoul? 

This low creation gives me no delight, 

The brighteſt objects ſicken on my ſenſe, 

The ſun and ſtars emit their chearful rays 

In vain; in vain to me the beauteous ſpring 
er blooming ſweets diffuſes thro? the air; 

In vain her gay variety, her pomp 

Of party-colour'd beauties ſhe diſplays: 


Nothing can recreate my drooping thoughts, : 
Or fill the boundleſs vacancy within, 


Wu a x ſhall I cloſe my eyes on mortal things, 
Ind bid theſe dark, theſe guilty ſeats adieu? 

freak from this priſon, drop this hated chain, 

ind fpring with full enlargement to my God? 


SOLILO2QUY XXV. 

Tux ſolemn hour draws near, when I muſt ſtand. 
tefore the holy, the tremendous Judge i 

Vt all the earth, whoſe quick, all-ſearching eye 

1ews all the dark receſſes of wy ſoul; 

hoſe ſecret, thoſe impenetrable deeps 


L 2 Ta. 
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To mortal ſearch unknown, the cloſe diſguiſe, | 
The ſpecious flatteries, whoſe ſoothing wiles _ 
Impoſe with fair deluſions on my thoughts. | 
J know not what I am; miſtaken views, 

And partial judgment hide me from myfelf. | 


0 THOU that know ft my heart, disclose! ts e 
Take off the ſpecious, the deceiving maſk, 
And ſhew me to myſelf. Iam undone, | 
If here miſtaken, flatter'd and deluded | 
With empty hopes, and airy expeQations: a 
An error here will prove eternal ruin, 8 
Remedy leſs deſpair O gracious Lord! 
Avert the ſad preſage, the fatal doubt; 
Nor leave me in this comfortleſs ſuſpence. 
If 1 ſhall ſee thy glorious face in peace, 
If I ſhall meet the beatiſic light, 
And view that radiant viſion all unveil'd, | 
If thoſe bright hopes are not a vain Uelufion, 
O ſeal the bliſsful, the tranſporting-truth + 
With ſacred demonſtration to my ſoul; | 
Diſpel theſe cruel, theſe tormenting doubts, _ 
With one propitious ray! for oh! my care 
Is of important weight; 'tis vaſt eternity, 
'Tis boundleſs glory hangs on the event. 


O coup I know my worthleſs name is writ 
Among the choſen race; that in the book 
Of life (tranſporting thought !) eternal love, 
And ſov'reign grace has mark d my glorious lot! 


- WHERE 
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. a 133 ; 


Warre-z'ER thou giv'ſt, the bleſſing muſt be free 
and undeſerv'd: for who among the ranks 


hat ſhine about thy throne can plead deſert? 
ho has prevented thee with benefits, 


hat he ſhould proudly claim a recompence? ? 


8 0 Ll L 0 9 U XXVI. | 
SWEET name of Jeſus! in whoſe 1 8 8720 
he animating pow'rs of harmony, 
he ſoul of muſic dwells ; thou ſhalt inſpire | 
My ſweeteſt numbers on the immortal ſtrings, | F | 
[The golden harps of heav n——M y.only hope 
have no other refuge from the ſtorm, 
No rock for ſhelter, no refreſhing ſhade, 
ocalm retreat 10 reſt N wah ſoul. 


— 


ruov Saviour of t the ſinful race of man! | 

For whom deſcending from the heights of glory, | 

From ſongs, from triumphs, and the loud applauſe, 
he ſhoutings of ten thouſand times ten thouſand, 

yriads of ſhining hoſts, thy bright adorers, 

hou deign'ſt to quit them all, and veil the form 

of radiant t god. head in a cloud of fleſh. 


Yer bat thou ſeen 6 ante ik ty l foul, 
The purchaſe of thy blood of is that blood, 
(Tremendous thought!) or is that blood profan'd, 
Thy grace rejected, and thy love deſpis'd ? 
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wu v ſhines the ſun ? why are the lars unfeal'd ? 
Why ſpreads the moon her mild indulgent beams 
To chear the midnight ſhades? Why keeps the ſpring 
Her annual round, and with her vital ſweets 


' Perfumes the ſeaſons for a miſcreant race, 
Ungrateful and prophane ! that dares blaſpheme 
The awful God on nature, and of grace ? 


$01110207 xxVII. 


How lowly moves the fan? tow dull the wheels 
Of nature? Roll along, ye planets, fly | | 
In ſhorter rounds, and meaſure out my day, 
This tedious day, this interval of woe! | 


I war with longing looks, and mark the Tres, 
As men impatient for the breaking morn. 


This world has nothing worth a careleſs thought z ; 


1 have no treaſure here, tis all above, 5 
And there ty heart in fie d attention dwells. 

With juſt diſdain I caſt a languid look | 

Around the vain creation: then repine, 

And half pronounce thole' various produfts evil, 
Which God himſelf approv'd, and call'd them * 
Vet independent of the { ſoy” reign, bliſs, ... 

They yield-no ſolace, give me no repoſe. 


WuraT have L here to hold wy ſoo from thee? 


To entertain me one ſhort, fleeting hour ? 


J have no friend on earth, and none would have: 
I'm grown a ſtranger here, my heart diſowns 


— 
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Acquaintance here; I'm ſick of this vain world, 
Its tireſome repetitions load my ſenſe: 
The ſun's bright eye, in all its circuit, views 
No equal entertainment, none to hold 
My heart in theſe inhoſpitable realms, 


 Yerifl mult a ſtranger here remain, 

O condeſcend to viſit theſe abodes, 
And ſpeak in frequent whiſpers to my ſoul ! 1 
Let me converſe with thee, and hear thy voice; 
Retir'd from men in ſome wild ſolitude, 
My hours would ſweetly paſs, nor ſcek deli; cht 
Beyond that heav'nly bliſs; there I could reſt 
Superior to the turns of human things. 


Tux sx eyes no more ſhould view the i impious ways 
Of human race; theſe ears no longer hear 
The daring blaſphemies that loudly rage 
Againſt that gracious mediating Pow'r, 

That keeps avenging thunder from their heads. 


O LeT me 3. in peace, diſmiſ me hence! 
I'm but a ſojourner, a ſtranger here ; 
Wand'rivg thro darkſome ways and gloomy wilds, 
Beſet with helliſh ſnares, and oft betray d 

By a deceitful, treach'rous heart within: 

Tir'd with perpetual toil I caſt my eyes, 

To yonder bn worlds and long for reſt, 


L4 „ 
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N 
; $0L7L02U Y Mn. | 
O rnov whoſe wiſdom leads the countleſs ſtars = 
In conſtant order thro' their ſhining courſe, T 
And ſets the blazing ſun his annual race TJ 
All nature owns thy law ; the raging winds, T 
And foaming billows in their ſwelling pride I 
ReluQtant fink at thy commanding voice. T 
Bur I with proftrate homage at thy feet 
Devote my will obſequious to thy ſway. 
I have no choice, no conduct, no deſign, 
No way'ring wiſh that I can call wy own ; V 
For I am wholly, abſolutely thine : 1 V 
And as the potter turns the ductile clay 7 S 
Am I in thy almighty forming hands. = | © 
O thou canſt mould and faſhion ev'ry thought, 1 
My paſſions turn, and make me what thou wilt: Y 
Thy hand can trace the characters divine, 8 
And OP celeſtial ey on my ſoul. 

8 Spirit, freak the. potent word. i 
Let there be light ! and cloudleſs day will riſe: 4 
Diſpel the clouds of ignorarce and ſin, 

Baniſh whate'er oppoſes thy deſigns d 
Of love and 9 and freely work thy will. 1 
Conrorw'p to thee, the harmony divine, \ 


My ſoul would find the moſt exalted bliſs. | 
Were there no future hell, no penalties | 
To guard thy righteous laws; were there no heav'n, 


No, 


PO EN νν everal- occaſions. 22 5 
No ſparkling crowns to recompence the juſt; 
Yet would my thoughts approve thy pure commands, 
And find exalted pleaſure in the rules 
Thy ſacred word injoins. Could I but reach 
The rectitude I wiſh, in ſerving thee 
I meet a full reward, and gain the fir, 
The great defign for which I had a ke: 
I breath'd at thy command; and tis the boaſt, 
The glory of my life, to live for thee. © 


\* 


SOLILO2UY XXX. 

My God, ſupport me in that gloomy hour, 
When nature droops, and death's impending ſhade 
With fatal darkneſs hovers o'er my head; 

When honour, pleaſure, wealth, and mortal friends 
Shall prove bat empty names, unmeaning ſounds, 
And lying ſuccours to my fainting ſoul ; 

While hell with all its complicated rage 

Shall raiſe its * Snort to 1 uy Pore: 

REBUKE the pelt Son and let thy voice 

In gentle accents bid the ſtorm ſubſide; 

And dart a beam of glory on my { ſoul, 

When ſhiv'ring on the darkſome verge of life, 
She trembles at the firſt uncertain ſtep, 

That ſets her on the ſtrange, eternal coaſt ; 
Where all is new, amazing and unknown, 

Nor ever yet conceiv'd by human thought, 


In all its energy and Jivelieſt flights. 


WE TRHZ N 
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Tuan be Fin 3 or 3 or 1 2 
On which the ſpirit freed from earthly chains 
Shall ſet her dubious foot to meet her judge: 
Whoſe doom will be exact, impartial, juft ; 


And oh! when pal, COUT TIDY aba fi d. 


Brenner Cos dreadful word ! ' 
Eternity in vain I would explore 
Thy diſtant bounds ; my wand'ring thoughts are Joſt, 
I know not where to fix, tis all 0s 


hour XXX. 


ALMcuTyY love, thou great myſterious thaw; 
What eloquence of man can talk of thee? _. 

What thought has fathom'd thy eternal depths, 
Or meaſur'd out thy lengths? What angel's wing 
Has reach'd thy heights? What feraph's n ſong, 
In all the pow'rs of heav'nly harmony, 
Can paint thy charms, and to the raviſh'd fout 
Unfold thy beauties in their r 


Tnov art the ſplendor of he face. divine, 
The bli's of angels, the delight of ſaints, 
The life, the triumph, and the happineſs | 
Of Him in whom the ſprings of z Joy remain. 


O when with ſmiles ineffable, with looks 
That dart eternal ecſtaſy and life, 
And all the peace of paradife unfold, 

Wilt thou, my God, ſhine on my raptur'd foul ? 


When 


a  , FA, 
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When ſhall I meet thy quick'ning influence, 
And ſee that glorious viſion all unveil'd? 
The faireft copies of creating pow'r, 
Where with tranſcendent art thy ſkilful hand 


Has drawn bright beauty in her heav'nly prime, | 15 
Will fade before the fplendor of thy face. 


S 0 LILO AVU r XXXI. | 
WHAT ſhall I ſpeak ? how celebrate thy praiſe? 
What language uſe to paint my gratitude? | 
The boldeſt words would poorly ſpeak the ſenſe 8 
Of what my ſoul ä within. | 


O now thou doſt attract my warmeſt thoughts? 
How am I loſt to all delights, but thoſe 
That from thy love proceed ! how vain this world, 
How empty all its low delights, compar'd 
To thoſe divine, thoſe pure, exalted joys, 

That ſparkle on my ſoul, when thou doſt ſmile ! 


AND yet I ſee but darkly thro' the cloud, 
And catch a glimm'ring ray with eager eyes ; 
While thou doſt keep the fuller glories back, 
And hide the ſacred ſplendor of thy throne. 


O TURN the veil afide ! I can but die: 
Shine out, and let the dazzling fight o'ercome 
The pow'rs of nature——Thus I would expire, 
Thus yield my ſpirit up in ecſtaſy. 


bp 


— r e ———— 
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Ir this muſt 1 deny d; yet come, my Lord, 
Let me have ſuch communion with thee here, 
As ſaints in holy raptures have enjoy d; 
Such as may kindle up the life divine, ** 
Imprint the image of thy holineſs, 9 0 
And feed the heav'nly flame; till dead to ſenſe, 
And all the falſe attractions of the world, 
1 1 1 alone ee bleſt i in thee. 


$OL1LOQU ＋ XXII. 


© rr me ſhrink to nothing i in thy fight, 
And lay the boaſts of nature at thy feet ! 
Be all wy pride abas'd to loweſt duſt, 
There lie whate'er-my vanity calls worth ! 
Corruption, miſery and guilt is all : 
J have to boaſt; this is indeed my own, 
My rightful claim, my juſt inheritance. 


Bur hence thy praiſe ſhall ſpring, thy glories riſe : 

My indigence ſhall raiſe thy triumphs high. | 

A wond'rous inſtance of forgiving love, 

In its divine magnificence diſplay d, 

I ſhall forever ſtand: forever ſtand: 
A monument of free; unbounded grace, 

That choſe a wretch like me to ſhew its pow"! T3 
That triumph'd in its. own victorious ſtrength, 

O'er ev'ry oppoſition: hell could raiſe. 


How wond'rous are thy ways, almighty love? 
How much above the narrow thoughts of men! 
Lord, whence js this to me? to me, ſo vile, 


— 
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80 guilty, ſo- unworthy of thy grace ?. 
When thouſands paſs unbridled to perdition, 
O why am I thus graciouſly reſtrain d:. 
"Tis thou haſt done it by thy ſov'reign right, 
And who ſhall aſk thee why ? 


| Wrar can I ſpeak ? I muſt be ſilent here, 
Or loſt in wonder, breathe imperfect ſounds ; 
Yet read my thought, the gratitude, the praiſe 


I would return—for human language fails. . 


- $0 LILO AUT xXXXIII. 
BI Es r Jeſus! *tis thy name to which I truſt 
My nobleſt intereſt, my ſuperior hopes: 
Thou covert from the ſtorm, a hiding place 


From the black tempeſt of avenging wrath! 


I ſee my guilt, but this augments the debt 
Of gratitude and love; I ſee my guilt, 
But ſee it e by n blood. 


TRansPoORTING thought! how ſhall I ſpeak my joy ? 


In what gay figures paint the ecſtaſy ? 


O may'ſt thou reign exalted and ador'd, 

Ador'd on earth, as in the higheſt heav'n ! 

With all the ſhouting myriads round thy throne 

I join my grateful voice——Ye glitt'ring crowds, 
Receive a mortal militant below 

To your triumphant choir ; with you TI'It bleſs 
My great Redeemer's name—tranſporting name 
"T's graven on my heart, tis deep impreſt, 


Immortal 
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Immortal is the ſtamp; nor life, nor death, 
Nor hell, with all its pow'rs, ſhall blot it thence. 


Tov joy of angels, the deſire of nations, 
The hope, the glorious hope of all mankind ! 
What ſhall I ſpeak, what gentle language uſe, 
When thon art my tranſpbrting tender theme? 
The tongues of angels cannot reach a ſtrain 
Too ſolemn, too pathetic to expreſs 
The charming ſentiments I feel for thee. 


How dear thou art, how precious to my ſoul, 
- 'Ts thou alone can'ſt tell O fairer far 

Than all thy wond'rous works! what excellence 
Bears thy fimilitude ? Thy Father's image, 

The plenitude, the brightneſs of his glory. 

The eloquence of heav'n is far below 

Thy worth; for thou art infinite perfection, 

The fullneſs of the Godhead dwells in thee. 
Thine is the pow'r, the kingdom, and the glory; 
All, all is thine in the high heav'ris above, 

On earth, and in the deep. May ev'ry tongue 
Inbleſſing thee be bleſt; may bleſſings fall 

In torrents on their heads that plead thy cauſe; 
Smile on their active piety and zeal, 

Strengthen their hands, and fortify their hearts, 
Wich peace divine and holy conſolation. 

Let them appear bright as the vig'rous ſun, 
When tow'ring from his clear meridian height, 
He fills the ſpacious firmament with glory. 


A 


Thou ſitt'ſt fecure ; while all created things | 
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So let them proſper, while thy vanquiſh'd foes 
In humble homage bow beneath thy feet! 


Fx o M ſea to ſea be thy great empire ſpread, 
And let the utmoſt ifles thy glory ſee: 
The eaſtern kings their incenſe then ſhall bring, 
And ſweet Sabæa's groves ſhall bloom for thee. 


SOLIL OG UY XXXIV, 
| Loox down, with pity, gracious Lord, look down, 
From thy unbounded heights of happineſs, 
On me a wiretched, but a fuppliant ſinner. 
Thy times are always; mine will ſoon be paſt, . 
And meaſur'd out; while thine are ſtill unchang'd : 
In boundlefs life, and undiminiſh'd blifs 


In a perpetual motion glide along, 
And ev'ry inſtant change their fleeting forms. 


O Be not flack to hear! my time is wing d, 
See how my ſun declines! *tis finking faſt, 
And dying into darkneſs; the night is near, 
The fatal night of death, when I ſhall ſleep 
Unactive in the damp and gloomy grave. 


Tu 1s is th' important hour, the hour of grace 
And offer'd life; ſalvation hangs upon it. 
Nor let my importunity offend thee, 
'Tis now, *tis now or never I muſt ſpeed ; 
This day, this hour, this fleeting momeni's more 
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| Than I can boaſt, or truly call my own; 
| Ev'n now it flies—' tis * 'tis ak for ever! 
| 


| Bur oh! the aria account I have to give 
Remains-uncancel'd: z' yet my pardon ſtands, 
Perhaps, unſeal'd, or not to me confirm'd. 
Regard my anguiſh while I call albu? 
For mercy, and:a'ſipnal of thy love. 

Before I die, O let my longing ſoul 

Receive an earneſt of its future bliſs ! 


O H w 


Be thou alone advanc'd lf _ a thought” 
Of favour plac'd on me; let it be all 4 
Devoted to the Lord. May'ſt thou tand hig 
In ev'ry heart, the I am wholly loſt Tits 
In dark obſcurity Be thou advance d! 
This is my nobleſt, my ſuperior end, 
My great deſign, my everlaſting view. 


O xx thy intereſt ſafe, thy cauſe ſecure! N 

Whatever clouds hang on my future hours, 
I paſs them all, thy ſacred will be done! | | 
I am of no importance to 'myfelf, © 73 
Be thou alone exalted.! All my ſoul 
Bows to thy grandeur, offers ev'ry thought | 

Of love and honour, friendſhip and efteem 
To thee ;- whatever kind impreſſion's rais'd: 
In any heart for me, let it be thine ! | f 
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ALL glory be to thee ! 'tis juſtly due; 
Mine is but borrow'd at thy gracious hands; 
My light is but a faint reſlected ray, 

From thee its ſacred ſource—O may it guide 
My ſoul with conſtant energy to thee ! 


Tnov art my boaſt, my treaſure, and my joy! 
Content with thee, in ſolitary ſhades 
Jam at reſt, nor miſs the vain delights 
This world can give, or with deceiving ſhews, 
And ly ing viſions, promiſe to my hopes, 


Mix B eyes have ne' er beheld, nor heart conceiv'd 
The wonders of thy face ; and yet unſeen 
Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmeſt love: 
The cauſe is all divine, above the reach 
Of reaſon's boldeſt and moſt daring flight. 


SOLILO2UY XXXVI. 


© raiREST of ten thouſand ! whoſe bright ſmiles 
Enlighten heav'n, and open paradiſe _ | 

In all its bliſsful and tranſporting ſcenes, 
Vouchſafe me but a ſhort, a tranſient glimpſe . 
Of thy fair face, if I can gain no more. 


Fox GIVE the fond impatience of my heart, 
Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, 
No entertainment in this loneſome world; 
'Tis all a diſmal emptineſs to me. 


% 


HENCE 
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Hence al ye combs, ye ſeparating ſhades, 
Which hide his charming face! Ye days and hours 
Dance on your ſpeedy courſe, and let us meet! 
Riſe thou bright morning ſtar, the joy of heav'n, 
The beauty and the pride of paradiſe, 

The bliſs of angels, their eternal theme, 
While in high tranſports they enjoy thy ſmiles ! 


I uus * talk; on, the glorious ſubject warms 
My wic ning ſou! ; I feel immortal life, 

And taſte the joys of heav'n—Thou art my heav'n, 
The land of light, and love, my fulleſt hope! 

I have no other wiſh in all the round 

Of endleſs years. Thou from the morning's womb 
Haſt ſtill the dew, the fragrant dew of youth: 
Eternal bloom ſits ſmiling in thy looks, : 
Heav'n opens in the ſplendor of thine eyes, 

And ſtreams in torrents of eternal light. 


Tay voice is muſic, harmony itſelf 
In its tranſporting charms—Ye golden harps 
Which angels tune, for ever filent lie; | 
Let me but hear my Lord's ſweet, gentle voice, 
Breathing celeſtial ſolace to my foul, 
And peace ineffable, the peace of God. 


SOLILOQUY xxxvn. 


o Je5vs! let eternal bleſſings dwell 
On thy tranſporting name; let ev'ry tongue 
In heay'n and earth conſpire, above, below, 


Where'er 
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Where'er creation ſtretches out its bounds ; 

Let them with me unite to praiſe my King, 

My Lord, my Life, my gracious Ranſomer ! 
Who bought my ſoul from hell at the high price 
Of his own ſacred blood ; amazing love ! 
Unutterable grace ! Here let me fix 

My ſoul in an eternal ecſtaſy. 


LET me be wholly thine from this bleſt hour, 
Let thy lov'd image be for ever preſent ; 


Of thee be all my thoughts, and let my tongue 


Be ſanctify'd with the celeftial theme, 

Dwell on my lips, thou deareſt, ſweeteſt name 
Dwell on my lips, till the laſt parting breath! 
Then let me die, and bear the charming ſound 
In triumph to the ſkies. —In other ſtrains, 

In language all divine, I'll praiſe thee then; 
While all the Godhead opens in the view 

Of a Redeemer's love—Here let me gaze, 
Forever gaze ; the bright variety 

Will endleſs joy and admiration yield. 


LzT me be wholly thine from this bleſt hour. 
Fly from my ſoul all images of ſenſe, 
Leave me in ſilence to poſſeſs my Lord: 
My life, my pleaſures flow from him alone, 
My ftrength, my great ſalvation, and my hope. 
Thy name is all my trut—O name divine! 
Be thou engraven on my inmoſt ſoul, 
And let me own thee with my lateſt breath, 
Confeſs thee in the face of ev'ry horror, 


That 
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That threat'ning death or envious hell can raiſe ; 
Till all their ſtrength ſubdu'd, my parting foul 
Shall give a challenge to infernal rage, 

And ſing ſalvation to the Lamb forever. 


To him, my glorious Ranſomer, I'll ſing ; 
To him my heart ſhail gratefully aſcribe 
The crown of conqueſt, his unqueſtion'd right: 
While liſt'ning angels pleas'd ſhall hear me tell 
The wonders of his love, the ſtrange event 
Of his ſurprizing grace. Tranſporting theme 
Where ſhall the ſong begin? Turn back the rolis 
Of vaſt eternity +-ſtill, back ward ſtil! 
The dazzling records turn— Where fhall I find 
The glorious point? where fix the ſhining date, 
When WY love deſign L wy bliſs? TY 
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Tuo who canſt make a paſſage thro' the ſea, 
And find a way amidſt the rolling waves; 

Thou who canſt open wide, and none can ſhut, 
Unfold the gates of braſs ! break all the bars 
Of oppoſition ! let the mountains fink, TED 
And ev'ry valley riſe to level plains! | | 

Be darkneſs light, and let the ſmiling fun | 


Of righteouſneſs, the bright, the morning ftar, 


Ariſe in all the glories of the Godhead | ſ 


Sung out, and let the clear diſtingviſh'd rays 


Convince thy proudeſt foes, and chear the hopes 


Of thoſe that love thee, love thee, tho! unſeen ; 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe wounded ears now bear the loud reproach 


Of thy inſulting foes, whoſe fainting hearts 
Bleed in the wide diſhonours of thy name. 


| © xxx the ſkies! divide the frmament! 
Break the long ſtanding pillars of the earth! 
Let the hills æremble! let the foreſts flame, 

To make thy greatneſs known! Be thou confell ! 
Be thou in full Divinity reveal'd! 
And let the wreck of nature grace thy triumph 


SET open wide the Kanne gates! 
Ve heav'nly arches, lift your heads on high, 
And let the King of glory in the pomp 
Of majeſty ineffable deſcend! | 
The nations then ſhall own thee for their God, 
And ev'ry tongue confeſs th' almighty Judge. 


| Wat ſhall theſe eyes behold that welcome day, 
That glorious, happy, long, expected period ? 
When ſhall my voice join with the gen'ral ſhout 

Of nations, languages, and tribes redeem'd ? 

When ſhall I hail the triumphs of that day, 

When thou ſhalt riſe in the full heights of glory, 
Darken the ſun, confound the brighteſt ſtar, 

Blaze in the ſplendor of the Deity, 

Thy Father's image perfectly expreſt? 


Tu E x ſhall the loud, the univerſal ſhout, 
TIS FINISH' D!] echo thro' the wide creation; 
Loud triumphs ſound, and hallelujahs ring, 


The 
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The glory, the dominion is the Lord s; 
And God onnipotent ſhall reign forever 


$OLILO2UY XXXIX. 


Tux word is paſt, look on theſe ſacred lines, 
This heav'nly volume; here, great God, are writ 
The records of thy truth, thy ancient works, 
The bright memorials of thy pow'r and love ; 
To thy immortal honour, to the joy 
Of ev'ry ſaint, they ſtand collected here. 


ConF1km thy promis'd grace, which I have made 
My boaſt, my triumph and peculiar aid. | 
O make me not aſham'd! for I have ſpoke 
With confidence undaunted for thy name, 
Thy honour and approv'd veracity. | 
And now I come diſtreſt, and looking round 
On human helps in vain; theſe lying aids 
Excite my ſcorn, I view them with contempt. 
Counſel and wiſdom, friendſhip's gentle voice 
Is a deceitful ſound : I dare not reſt 
Below the ſkies for guidance or protection; 
On thee alone, and not on erring man 

I caſt myſelf: O kindly guide my ſteps 
In all the paths of righteouſneſs and peace 
On thee alone, the everlaſting rock, 

On thee alone I reſt ; my father's God, 
My mother's early truſt, to thee I look. 

O let my foul rejoice, rejoice in God, 
Boaſt in his truth, and triumph all the day 


4 
„„ d , Ha Dad. « 


In 
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In his almighty name, and gracious aid ! 
Be his veracity and truth my ſong ! 


THERE is no help, no confidence below: 
But who relies on thy almighty arm, 
A ſure defence ſhall find ; who on thy word 
Securely reſts, ſhall never be deceiv'd. 


Can the Moſt-High repent ? can he recall 
His ſacred oath, and make his promiſe vain ? 
O that be far from thee, the truth divine, 
Th' eternal rectitude, whoſe plighted word 
Stands firmer than the baſis of the earth! 
And when its mighty pillars to the depth 
Of their foundations fink, when yonder ſkies, 


Grown old, ſhall crack thro? all their cryſtal orbs ; 


Thou undecay'd in endleſs equity, 
In glory and unſpotted truth ſhalt 22 


SOLILO2 2UY XL 


I CALL not you that on Parnaſſus ſit, 
And by the flow'ry banks of Helicor, 
Circle your brows with fading coronets ; 
While ſome romantic hero you adorn 
With lying epithets, and airy praiſe : 

Or ſome fantaſtic lover's fate rehearſe 

In notes that with a ſoft, inticing art, 

A charming, but pernicious magic draw 
The chaſteſt minds from virtue's ſacred paths. 


— 
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Too long inſpir'd by theſe unhappy flames, 
In rural ſhades I ſung the boaſted pow'r, 
And own'd the falle divinity of love; 
Reclaim'd, no longer I your aid implore, 
But you, ccleſtial muſes, I invoke. 
Ye muſes, who above the lofty ſky 
Sit crown'd with wreaths of never fading light, 
And on your ſilver lates, immortal ſongs, 
Along the bliſsful ttreams that warbling flow, 
With foft inimitable ſkill recite; 
Afſiit me, while with an advent'rous flight 
To everlating glories 1 aſpire ; 
White HE, the firlt almighty Cauſe, with you 
In flowing nambers 1 attempt to fing. 
From him, Uke you, I took the vital ray, 
Him, as the ſpring of my exiſtence, praiſe; 
'Tho' not with you, his happier race, allow'd 
To view the bright unveiVd Divinity. 
By no audacious glance from mortal eyes 
Thoſe myſtie glories are to be profan'd: 
Vet we may {ately in reflegion meet 
His ſcatter'd beams, and find in all his works 
The God in ſhining characters im preſt. 


I Tract him round me now with vaſt delight, 


Among the laviſh ſprings that proudly roll 
Their ſilver riches o'er the painted meads : 
Here ſpreading into broad tranſparent lakes, 


Smooth as the face of heav'n they ſilent flow ; 
The ſparkling (un the beauteous ſarface gills, 


Which 
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Which double glory to the ſky reflects: 
Here under cloſe impending ſhades they creep, 
And roll along complaining to their ſhores. 
The verdant meadows, and extended plains, 

In all their pride and -ffringiog beauties dreſt, 

The winding valleys and aſcending hills, 
The moſſy rocks, the bow rs and lofty groves, 
The ev'ning cloſe, and chaunt of various birds, 
The ſportive wind, and ſoftly whiſp'ring breeze, 
Conſenting, all acknowledge thou art far 

More lovely and ſurpaſſing fair — they. 


Tay glory in her ſilent coarſe the moon, 
And nightly lampe in their obſcure ſojourn, 


n 
td early bluſhes of the day reveal. 


Tx x circling ſun thy glory manifeſts ; 
Nether aſcending from the eaſtern wave, 

Vith glancing ſmiles he chears the dewy fields; 
dr mounted to the zenith's lofty height, 

blazes with tranſcendent glory crown's ; 

dr down the ſteep of heav'n he rolls amain 

| ends his flaming progreſs in the ſea; 
33 to welt thy greatneſs he proclaims, 


Ard thro) his radiant kingdoms ſpreads thy praife 


Txov nd't upon the wild, tempeſtuous wind, 
ad g ying ſtorms obey thy pow'rful voice 3; 

me oa clouds thy dark pavilion's ſet, 
"th ſhades and gloomy majeſty . 


Ver. K 1 | Tar 
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Tur bands the nh 1 


While peals of thunder ſhake the firmament : 
At thy approach the kindling foreſts ſmoke, 


And from their baſe the trembling mountains fart B 


Tbe rivers ebb and flow at thy command, - 
Obſerve their wonted courſe, or run . Ts 
At thy rebuke the frighted waves divide, 
And with ſtupendous motion backward roll 
Their cryſtal volumes to cheir inmoſt ſprings. 


Tnov all things ee mighty mandate hear, 


Neceſſity and nature are no more 
Th' obedient elements diſſolve their league, e 0 
Ad wonderful effeQs atteſt the God. wala 
Thus far we trace thee by nherring lights, 
But what thou art beyond is ſtill unknown; 
We launch in vain into the deep abyſs, 2 
Thro' vaſt infinity thou en our ech. 


* 


9017102 Ur XL. 


Vr lagging months and years, take ſwifter wings, 
And bring the promis'd day, when all my hopes | 
Shall be fulfill d; when that reſplendent face, 
Which yonder folding clouds conceal, ſhall dawn 
Wich everlaſting ſmiles, ſmiles that inſpire 
Immortal life and undecaying joy. . 

Bleſt period! why art thou ſo long delay'd? 
O ſtretch thy ſhining wings, and leave behind 
The lazy minutes in their tedious courſe! 


— 
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I cALL in vain ; the hours muſt be fulfill'd, 
And all their winding circles meaſur d out; 
In grief and wild complaints I yet muſt wait 
The day, and tell my ſorrows to the winds.; 
Forlorn I thro' the gloomy woods muſt ſtray, 
And teach the murm'ring ſtreams my tender theme: 
The woods and ſtreams alrcady know my grief, 
And oft are witneſs to the mournful tale; 
While the pale moon in ſilent majeſty 
Her midnight empire holds, and all the ſtars 
In ſolemn order on her ſtate attend. 


Tuou moon, 1 cry, and all ye ling! ring las, 
How long muſt you theſe. tedious circles roll ! 
When ſhall the great commiſlion'd angel ſtay 
Your ſhining courſe, and with uplifted hand, 
Swear by the dread unutterable Name, „ 
F That Time ſball be no more ? Js 


Tu EN you no more ſhall turn the rolling year, 
Nor lead the flow'ry ſpring, nor gently guide | 
The ſummer on with all her various ſtore; | 
Great nature then thro! all her diff rent works 
Shall be transform'd, the earth and thoſe gay ſkies 
Shall be no more the ſame! A brighter ſcene ' 
vucceeds, and paradiſe in all its charms . _ 
Renew'd ; but far the bliſsful ſtate improv d, 
And fit for minds to whom the mighty Maker 
Shall give the glorious viſion of his face, 
Unveil'd and ſmiling with eternal love. 


7 8 4 7 
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O inrixirk detiphtr: my eaper ſoul 
Springs forward to embrace the promis'd joy, 


And antedates its Hehn. The lightſome fields, 


And bliſsful groves are open to m view, 


The ſongs of agel and theft filver lutes 
Delight me, while tf Omnipotent they fing. 
On all his glorious titles long they dwell, 


But Love, unbounded Love, commands the ſong; 


Their dat ling ſubject this, and nobleſt theme. 
Here let my raviſh'd foul forever dwell, | 
Here let me gaze, nor tarn one carelefs fook 
On yonder hated world, here let me drink 


Full draughts of Bliſs, and bathe in boundleſs floods 


Of life and joy, here let me {tilt converſe. 


Ix cannot be! mortality returns. 

Ye radiant ſkies, adieu! ye ſtarry worlds, 
Ye bliſsful ſcenes, and walks of paradiſe ! 
I muſt fulfil my day, and wait the hour 


That brings eternal liberty and reſt. 


Ye T while I ſcjourn in this gloomy waſte, 
And trace with weary fteps life's doubrful road; 
Permit me, ye gay realms, permit me oft 
To viſit you, and meditate your joys. 
Whether my part in this great theatre 


Be joyous 01 terere, let the fair hopes, 


The charming profpect of eternal reſt, 
Be preſent with my foul, mix with ag ns 


And ſoften all my intervals of grief. 


SOL L 
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SOLILODOUT WIL 
I w1LL not let thee go without a bleſſings -. 
By thy great name I enter my proteſt, = 
Never to leave thee, 'tll I ſee thy word 
| Accompliſh'd to my vows, Kill thou with full 
And cloudleſs demonſtration to my ſoul 
Reveal thy promis d grace Regard my fighs, - 
My ſecret pantings to be near to thee ! | 
Wilt thou forever fly my earneſt ſearch, 44 
Shut out my pray'r, and keep this painful ae 


WHERE is the obfiacle, we fatal ber, 
The curſt partition, that divides my ſoul - - 
From all its joys? *Tis ſin, deteſted fin! 
From hence ariſe theſe ſeparating clouds, 
Theſe ſullen ſhadows that conceal thy face, 
And darken all the proſpe& of my bliſs. 


Bur thou the fair, the bright, the morning ſtar, 
Cauſt with thy darting glories chaſe theſe ſhades, 
And break e thick, the complicats 9 night. 


In great By cpo chan wit raise thy Hane; 


And much Kuen, I hall Have ee much, 
And ſtand a glorious inſtange EF thy grace; 


Where ſin abounds, its luſtre all abound. 

My grateful] heart and tongue to praiſes ws, 
Shall tell with tranſport the amazing heights 
Of love, of wiſdom, of redeeming grace. 


M 3 | Jzsvus! 
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Jes v 5 my only hope, my advocate, 
My gracious mediator! O defend 
My trembling guilty foul, from all the ſtorms 
Of wrath divine! be thou a hiding-place, 
A covert from the wind, a ſafe retreat 
From afl the terror of avenging pow'r, 
And juſtice infinite ! Thy blood: can cleanſe 
My deepeſt tains, and purify my ſoul 


From all its native, and contracted guilt : - 


In that clear fountain of immortal life 
Let me be cleans'd and throughly ſanctify d. 
I come a helpleſs, miſerable wretch, 

And throw myſelf, and all my future hopes 
On mercy infinite; reje& me not, 

Thou Saviour of the ſinful race of men 


A Pars 


- 
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A PARAPHRASE on CANTICLES. 

2 Blank verſe. 


4 DIVINE PASTORAL. 


e 7 
Cu AP 1 ER I. 
| SHE. 
Cour | and with thy balmy kiſſes ſooth 
Theſe holy languiſhments, and let thy breath 
With vital fragrance chear my drooping pow'rs: 


Not ſpicy wines with their delicious ſcent, 
And cordial flavour, ſo revive the ſoul. 


Tu 1 name is muſic ! when I mention thee, 
Celeſtial ſweetneſs fills the ambient air ; | 
The liſt ning virgins find the heav'nly charm, 
Confeſs 5 worth, -and catch the ſacred flame. 


O vraw me Ys the ſoft, refiſtleſs 8 
Of gentle love, and I will follow thee 
To thoſe fair chambers, where my gracious King 
With royal banquets feaſts my longing ſoul, 
And ſeals his truth in ſacramental wine. 
But who can paint the the riſing ecltaly | 


M 2 His 


- 
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His preſence gives, while on his charming face 
Sit ſmiling beauty, and immortal love? Pr 
| | Le 
Have I deferv'd this grace? my conſcious heart 
Forbids the guilty boaſt ; for I am black 
As Kedar's tents; expas'd at burning noon 
; The ſultry ſun has ſtain'd my native hue. 
- Bat ho ſhall aſk my glorious Lover why 


His favours, thus anmerited, are . ? 


Bu! 
Con DUCT me, * more dear to me $a life! 1 
Conduct me where thy ſnowy flocks are fed, 8 
In verdant meads among the living ſprings 10 
That gently wind around their flow'ry banks: 
There let me ſhelter'd in the cool receſs 
Gf {ome delightful ſhade, repoſe at noon ; . 
Nor ever from thy ſacred paſtures ſtraß 8 
in "_ GY EINE 7 6 Ringers woke. . * 
*. 2010919 Jm 1 95 aka 16521 | 
91551-21933 h df Ive uin . 1 i 
Tuo faireft object that wt be 


Keep near the ſhepherds, tenzs ;. thy little kids | 
May there ſecurely i feed, and ſaſeh reſt, "OD 
Follow the 88 of | Fel harmle Hocks, 5 b | 


Aud matk their Yoot-ieps © on hs graff 7 Plain, J 


Wuar artleſs graces on FE mien appear! 
Not Pharaoh's manag'd ſteeds with eaſier ſtate, 
In golgen reins, the royal chariot draw. _ 
Where er I gaze, new beauties. charm 1 my fight. 
The ſparkling pendants on thy bloſhing cheeks _ 
More warmly glaw, while from thy lovely neck 
The chain new blandiſhment re receives. 
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Ve nymphs of Salem, with your niceſt at 
Prepare the nuptial xeft: Qn braided gold, 
Let ſilver foliage round the border ſhine. 

SH . _ 

WHILE at his royal board the heav'nly King 
Vouchſafes to entertain his joyful gueſts, 
| Let all my ſpikenard yield its rich perfume: 

But oh ! what ſweetneſs like his roſy: breath? 

Not myrrhe new bleeding from the wounded tree, 
Nor bleſt Arabia thro her ſpicy groves 

Such fragrance blows. He all the ſilent night 

Shall lean his head upon my peaceful breaſt, 


As cluſt'ring eamphire, with a livelier green 
Diſtinguiſt'd, in Engedbs vineyard ſtands, 


Thus with peculiar charms thy .heav'nly form 
Surpaſſes all the pride of human race. | 
Not half ſo bright the eyes of doves as — 
Their luſtre all ſimilitude exceeds: 


Deſcription Faints, when I 2 ralk of thee. 


Bur I ſhall pralle thee i in a a loftier ſtrain, ; 
When in the blifsfyl dow rs above we meet; 

Thoſe glorious manſions rais d by Kill divine, 

here crown'd with peace and eyer-yerdant youth, 
be hours ** on their endleſs round. 


M5 cure 
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Cuarrzx I. 


| H E. | 
BL oon like thine the vernal roſe difplays 
On Sharon's flow'ry lawn ; ſo pure a white 
The fragrant lily of the valley wears: 
As theſe among the rambling briars ſhine, 
nn ˖ 


eee, en 
Mr prince diſtinguiſh'd with ſuperior charms, 
Out-ſhines the brighteſt of the ſons of men; 
As ſome tall · tree, with golden apples crown'd, 
Stands eminent, the glory of the grove: 
Beneath his cooling ſhade reclin'd I ſate, 
And ſooth'd my taſte with-the delicious fruit. 


M to his houſe of banquetting the King 

With gracious {miles invites, and o'er my head. 
The banners of immortal love diſplays ; = 
Its ſacred myſteries unfolded there, 


Emblazon d, ſhew the triumyhs of his grace: bi 


Wirn flowing doch from life's eternal ſpring,. 
And heav'bly fruits refreth my fainting ſouk; 
For I am fick of love.—O let me lean 
My drooping head upon thy downy breaſt ; 
While thy left arm ſupports me, let thy right 
Tad infold me in a chaſte es. 


C 
A 
T 
A 
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; s . 
FERUSALEM's fair daughters, that attend 
The princely. bow'rs, I charge you by the hinds, 
The nimble roe- bucks, and the ſportive fawns, 
(Your ſylvan joys) I charge you not to wake 
My ſleeping Loye, nor break her golden reſt.. 


SHE. 

WraT heav'nly muſic ſteals upon the dawn? 
'Tis my Beloved's voice! behold ! he comes, 
Light as a bounding bart along the hills ; 

Now thro” the lattice darts his radiant eyes, 
And in this gentle language calls me forth. 
+ Ariſe, my Charmer! ſee! the morning breaks 
In roſy ſmiles; the win'try ſtorms are gone, 
The fragrant ſpring, with flow'ry chaplets crown'd, 
Leads on her jovial train; the feather'd race 
In artlefs harmony unite their ſtrains, | 
While cooing turtles murmur in the glade; 
* The pregnant fig - tree ſhoots, the purple vine 
With promis'd. cluſters chears the pruner's hope; 
| * Nature in all her vernal glory ſhines : 
' Ariſe, my Fair ! ariſe, and. come away! 


3. bad gel 


Fr on the cool grotto's of the marble rock 
Come forth, my Dove, diſplay thy lovely face, 
And let thy charming voice delight mine ear; 
Thy voice is muſick, harmony divine, | 
And in thy face celeſtial beauty ſwiles. 4 


— 
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Ys keepers of my vineyard, ſpread the toils 
To catch the wily foxes, that deſtroy © _ 
The ſwelling al rich with 15 Juice. 


s ns. roof moet» 
Mr Lord i is N and I am wholly his 

By purchas'd right, and voluntary vows, 

Among the. lilies he delights to walk, 

Himſelf more * and more fair than they! 


Os «TAY ! nor leave me llt the 3 morning rays. | 
Break from the caſt, and diflipate & the Sloom: 1 
Then if I mult a While thy abſence mourn, 
Swift as the hart on Bether's airy hills, 4g 
Return 205 and bleſs wy longing eyes. = 


CHAPTER UI. 
| S H E. A. 
W AS night, when on my reſtleſs bed I beagle 
But ſought in vain the partner of my cares, 
For he was now withdrawn: In foft complaints 
I breath'd my grief, but there was no reply. 
Wich haſte I riſe, and thro' the ſpacious ſtreets 


Diſtracted rove ; at laſt, the nightly \ watch | 
| a met, but they no conſolation give. _ 


Not 
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Not far from them my weary feet had gone, 
E'er the bright object of my love appear d; 
Eager. I claſp'd him in my folded arms; 
Then gently drew him to my mother's houſe, 
The ſacred ſeat where firſt our mutual flames 
With ſolemn vows, and holy rites were ſeal'd. 


Vin RGINS of Salem, by 4 foref roe, 
And ſkipping fawn, I charge you not to wake 
My flumb'ring Lord, nor break his ſoft repoſe. | 


Sz x! where he comes from his ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
And with celeſtial fragrance fills the air, 
Perfum d with all the aromatic coſt, 

That rich Sabea's ſpicy groves produce: 
Such ſweets in clouds of holy incenſe riſe, 
When eaſtern odours on the altar ſmoke. 

Tu x regal bed a valiant guard ſurrounds ; 

Threeſcore the boldeſt ſons of Juuab's race, 
With each a ſword girt on his manly thigh, 
To free the night from terror and alarm. 


, 
; 


K rx G So/omon with wond'rous art prepar'd 
A chariot blazing with imperial coſt : 
The frame was ;poliſh'd wood from Lebanon, 
Its pedeſtals of gold, in equal height 
The ſilver pillars roſe, the gay ſupport. 
Of purple curtains, proud with Tyrien dye, 
The ſeat beneath was ſoftly pav'd with love. 


— 
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Ponies of Sales. ſee te 3 Sg 
| Crown'd with the beauteous wreath his 8 lacd 
About his temples, on that happy day \ 
When bridal rites completed 1 his bliſs 1. 
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| Not all the various A that nature Coeds, 
In gay ſimilitudes can W her worth. 


LESS mild chan ries the * of * appear, 
Her treſſes waving to the ſporting wind, 
- Look like the friſteing kids on Giledd's . 
In equal rows her teeth appear more white | 
Than ſheep new-ſhorn, waſh'd in the ciyſtal brook. 
Her lips like threads of ſcarlet : When ſhe ſpeaks 
In ſweeteſt ſounds the melting accents flow. 
Her roſy cheeks glow thro' the flowing eurls, 
Like ripe. pomegranates bluſhing; on the tree. 
Like David's lofty tow'r her graceful neck, 
Circled with gems, as that with glitt'ring ſhields. 
Her breaſts, the ſeat of innocence and truth, 
Harmleſs and.white as twins-of gentle roes, 
Which in ſome fragrant ſpot of lilies feed. 
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Tir the celeſtial morn with colden beams 
Diſpels the gloom, and chears the duſky ſky, 

I'll haſten to the hills of frankincenſe, | 

And dropping mytrhe; while thro? the ſilent ſhades 
Refreſhing gales their balmy breath. diffuſe. 


How fair thou art! how ſpotleds i in my fight! 
Return, my Love, from Lebanon with me 
To Sherir's groves, and Hermon's flowry plain. 
Look from the top of Amana, nor fear. 
The ſ potted leopard, or the lion" 8 . ; 


A THOUSAND graces lighten in they . | 
In pleaſing chains thy captive I am held, 
My Spouſe ! my Siſter ! If beyond theſe names 
Of ehaſte affection, there are dearer ties, 1 
Still thou art more to me My raviſh'd EY 
* Dwells on thy heav'nly beauties, and prefers + 
Thy love to all the joys of ſprightly wine. 
Not honey dropping from the luſcious comb 
Exceeds the ſweetneſs on thy. balmy lips, | 
The vernal ſcents of Lebamæ perfume = 


Thy MD Veſt with aromatic dews. 1 | 


A carDEN well inclos'd, a fountain ſeal d. fl 
From all unholy and profane acceſs, TE þ 
Such 15 my Love to me: As fertile too, | 


As ſome fair orchard crown'd with ev'ry plant 
Grateful in talle or ſmell. ——Thro' verdant leayes 
The large pomegranate" s ripen'd ſcarlet Slovs, 
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| While ſpikenard, caſſia, frankincenſe and myrrhe 


Their humid odours yield: The golden ou 
Of ſaffron Tprexds' its treaſures to the fan. 


Bvur- hve Ar occur than the flow'ry Gig, 
Or bleſt Arabia when her ſpiees blow; 
Thy mind unſully'd as the cryſtal ſtreams. 
That — How Kon c er Lebanen. | 


- H . 
AwAx , cbös Borch, ye ſouthern breezes riſe, 


With filken wings your -balmy vapour-ſpread, 
And open ev'ry aromatic bloom 


While my Beloved with his preſence; glads 
The ſylvan ſcenes, and taſtes my pleaſant fruits. 


4 gs 1 3 1 F its 
n N. 


HE. 


Con, my lovely, Siſter and wy Spouſe! 3 

Thoſe ſpicy groves, and ever - blooming bow ro 
Invite me often to their happy ſhades; 
Balſamic odours and delicious fruits | 
With various plenty entertain me * 


O comet, my friends, the banquet is divine 
Indulge your taſte, and recreate your ſouls 
With n and conſecrated wines. 


SHE 
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SHE, 
UnwELcome flumbers-ſteal upon my ſenſe, . 
I ſleep, but ſtill my liſt'ning fancy wakes. 
'Tis my beloved ſpeaks, I know the voice: 
My fair, my undefil'd! he gently cries, 
© Unbolt theſe envious doors ; *tis I that call 
For entrance here: My locks with drizly dews, 
And falling moiſture of the night are fill'd. 
My veſture's off, my cruel tongue reply'd, 
How can I put it on? My feet new-waſh'd 
+ How can I groping thro the dark defile?“ 


STILL at the door my injur'd Lord attends, 
While on the lock his bufy fingers move: 
Touch'd with a ſoft remorſe, at laſt I riſe, 


Flew to the door; but while with eager hafte 


The faſten'd lock I ſearch, ſweet ITmelling wyrne 
From ev'ry bolt its precious moiſture ſhed; | 
The rich perfume my lover's hands had ken. 

Wich joyfal ſpeed the paſſage J unbare d, 

But found my vifionary bliſs was gone. 

My ſoul with angaith melted when lle ſpoke, 
And now with wild ciſtraction ſees her Zan © 

I call'd in vain, for there was no reply, | 
In vain I fearch'd; for he was now withdrawn: 
Then penfive wand'ring thro? the ſilent ſtreets, 
The watchmen found me, and with cruel ſcorn 
Reproach my honour and unblemiſh'd name. 
The-ſcoffing certry took away my veil. 


Bur you, bright maids of Salem, I adjure 
By your own chaſte affections, if you find 


. 
: „* 
——————— — — , ER” 
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My Lord, with all your tender eloquence 


Relate the ot of my love fick heart. 


| „ 7 R G 1 N 8. 

InForM. us then, thou faireſt of hs: ext. 
For whom thoſe melting tears are ſhed in vain ; 
Tell us with what peculiar excellence 
Superior to the race of men he ſhines. 


8 N E. 
Auone ten thouſind he ed Kad. | 
A ſpotleſs white with roſy bluſhes —_—  - 
Adorns his face, bright as a : cloudleſs morn, 
With crimſon fluſh'd. - In ſhining curls his hair 
Flows graceful down, black as the raven's plumes. 
His eyes, the eyes of doyes, ſerene and mild. 


A vernal bloom upon his youthful checks 


And balmy lips perpetually reſides. 

To what ſhall I his matchleſs hands compare, 
And ſnowy fingers ? whence the circling gems | 
Receive more grace and luſtre than they give. 
His well-ſhap'd legs in juſt proportion riſe, 


Like marble pillars on a baſe of gold. 


Me jeſtie and complete his form appears, 5 


As tow'ring Lebanon with cedats crown . 


Perſuaſion dwells upon his charming tongue, 


And eloquence divine: Whene'er he ſpeaks 
My ſoul with ecſtaſy attends the ſound. 
He's alrogether lovely This is he, 


My friend, my life, and my ternal. bliſs 1 


Carr 


TEL 


- 


With balmy ſcents and juicy fruits regal'd, 


Should T:irza with its lofty turrets riſe, 
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CHAPTER VI. 


11 VIRGINS. 
HO U prime of beauty l tell us where to find 
Thy abſent Lord; to what ſequeſter'd ſhade 
Does 15 retire! ? that we may ſeek Ain there. 


8 F. 
u x fertile gardens are his pleaſing haunts: 


On flow 7 beds he takes his ſweet repoſe. 


Tuo' abſent now, my well-beloved's mine, 
And I am his: Immortal love has join'd- - 
Our conſtant hearts ; nor place, nor endleſs . 
Of time ſhall e 'er the facred union break. | 


nH = | 
fn here me comes but how divinely fer? 


Or Salem's golden ſpires the landſcape paint, 

A finer proſpect in her face I view. 

Should armies march along in pompous ranks, 

With enſigns ſpread, and glitt'ring ſpears advanc d, 
Her glances yet more conqu'ring rays would dart 
O turn away thy bright reſiſtleſs eyes 

They overcome me with their piercing light. 
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As Gilead's riſing top with Geeks adorn'd, 

Thy temples thus the curling treſſes grace. | 
Not ſheep, new-waſh'd, with ſnowy twins, appear 
More white and equal than thy poliſh'd teeth: 

Nor half ſo fair the ripe pomegranate's bluſh, 

As that which glows upon thy blooming cheek. 


UnnumsER'p beauties grace Judæa's court, 
And royal maids their ſov'reign's will attend: 
But thou art one ſelected from the reſt, 
Thy mother's blooming joy and only care, 
The queens and virgins ſaw thy matchleſs form, 


Approv'd thy charms, and bleſt thee with their ſmiles. 


Tar lovely aſpect, As the morning 9 
Fair as the filyer moon, but daxtipg li ght 
More warm and ſplendid than the wil = un! 
Thy mien majeſtie, as the pompous how © 
Of armies in a febud 6 1 


Axone the de groves and gay vale, - 
Delighted with their various ſweets I walk'd, 


Survey'd the ſpringing plants, the curling vines, 

| And fair pomggranates. in their luſcigys bloom. 
But ob! the bleſt ſprprize, when anawares 

Thy lovely form amang the trees I ſa : 
Wing'd with deſire my haſty ſteps out- flew 
Aminadat's light chariots in heir {peey- 


Ks RN, my charming Shulamite, retum 2 
With me to thoſe inviting ſhades again; 1 
Our joys the ſame as when two armies join " i 

Tn peaceful leagues, forget their hoſtile claims. 


CHAPTER 


( 
0 
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H PA 
HOU 1 offspring of a princely race, 
How graceful is thy mien ! Thy ſlender legs 
With buſkins ty'd of ornamental coſt ! 
What juſt proportion Thines in ev*ry part? 
What artful hand ſuch excellence can trace? 


Liz z ſummer: harveſts fruitful, and as fair 
As filver lilies in their ſnowy pride. 
Her breaſts like twins of young unſpotted r roes. 
Her neck an iv'ry column fitly plac' d. 
But what can match the ſplendor of her eyes? 2 
Not Heſebon's limpid eurrent, when the ſun 
Reflected ſparkles on the cryſtal wave. 
As Lebanon's high palace, op' ning wide 
In dazzling proſpect to the diſtant hills, 
Such perfect ſymmetry her features boaſt. 
As Carmel 's top with plenteous verdure crown'd, 
Her head a flowing length of ſhining hair 
| With faken ringlets decks.—Th' enamour'd king, 
Held by her beauty, in the gallery ſtays, | 


How fair thou art! how faſhion'd for delight! 
Thy ſtature like the ſhapely palm, thy breaſts 
Like ſwelling cluſters of the juicy vine: 

Il climb the palm, and with its verdatit boughs 

My joy fal:temples crotvn; the juicy vine 

Shall with its ſwelling oluſters pleaſe my taſte. 8 
E | HE 
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Tux vernal ſweetneſs of thy roſy lips 

The ambient air perfumes; while in thy voice 
Celeſtial muſic charms my liſt' ning ears: 
Thy voice would ſtay th' invading ſleep of death, 
And with immortal rapture fill the ſoul. 


| 8 K E, | 

Wuar joy can equal this 8 thought, 
That my Beloved's mine, and I am his 
Come, let us to the peaceful village haſte, 
There lodge at night; and at the early dawn, 
With thee I'll range the ſolitary fields, 
Obſerve the vineyards, how their branches ſhoot, 
How in its prime the freſh pomegranate glows ; 
Theſe pleaſing ſcenes ſhall tender thoughts inſpire, 
Improve our joys, and ſooth the heav'nly flame. 
Come, let us haſten to our country ſeat, 
The blooming ſeaſon in its prime appears; 
The mandrakes at our gates perfume'the air; 
Within, what choice autumnal plenty yields, 
Or early ſprings produce, fruits new and old 
Of pleaſiog taſte, are all reſerv'd for thee. 


— 
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CHAPTER vnn. 
SHE. 


CovLp I call Fon by a brother's name, 
| That tender title would indulge my bliſs; 
While unreſtrain'd by thy ſuperior claims | 


I'd 


= % 


; - 
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I'd lead thee to my mother's rural ſeat, 
And with domeſtic kindnefs treat thee there, 
With ſpicy wines and ſweet pomegranate's Juice; 
Then leaning on thy boſom gently reſt, 
While thou ſhouldſt fold me in a chaſte embrace. 


Ye virgin train, 1 charge you not to wake 
My ſleeping lover from his ſoft repoſe. 


3 
Com lean, my fair, on this ſupporting arm, 
The care to guide thy gentle ſteps be mine, 
Along this bloomy foreſt's'winding pat 
Theſe pleaſing ſcenes the pleaſing thought revive, 
When firſt thy mother brought thee to my arms; 
Beneath a ſpreading tree's delightful ſhade 
1 ſaw, and rais'd'thee from the lowly ground. 
| S HE. 
FoREVER bleſt be that auſpicious hour, 
And may the ſoft impreſſion ne er be loſt! 
O ſet me as a ſignet on thy heart 
For love is ſtrong as death, and jealouſy 
Relentleſs as the grave; and mine's à flame 
That ſtreams, that ſwelling fountains cannot quered, 
Nor all the ocean's boundleſs ſtores allay. 


I Have a ſiſter 70 obſcure and young, 
A helpleſs orphan; let my gracious prince 
With pity think oa her defenceleſs ſtate. 
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Ir worthy of our royal grace ſhe prove, 
A palace rich with ſilver roofs we'll raiſe, | 
Inclos d with doors of cedar for her guard. 


—_—_— 7 TE 
Sven was the favouky disch free, 5 (0 
That firſt with gentle and propitious eyes ( 
Beheld my humble charms, * rais'd me thus. ö A 
n 7 
His vineyard ente Ge; 72 e e One Wh 


But mine, intruſted to no hireling's hands, 
With pleaſing toil employs my buſy ons Et: 
And is my conſtant, my :peculiar.care. 
With thee, my Love, converſing in the fades... 
The downy moments wing'd with pleaſure fly ; 
Still I could liſten to thy charming voice: 
Thy fair companions too inſtructed her 
Thy gracious words, and catch the _—_ ſound. 


Oy .. 7 ⏑— ꝶè— In — — _ a 
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8 H "Ss 

My Lord! my Life; my foul's eternal bliſs! 
Haſte to my longing arms I fly like the roe, 
Or bounding hart, on Betbur's ſpicy hills! _ 


* 4 * t 
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ELE ST IAL Vietue; offspring of the 17. 
For thee alone I touch the trembling firing : 85 
Aſſt thy modeſt votary, | 
And take the humble incenſe that I Ong + - 
Excuſe at leaſt the doubtful fong, 
8 mortal wok the lofty I 728 


L"H0GMT 1001 

. 
Tay * 1 all mankind 3 conſe . 
And ev'n the monſter Vice, . | 
hen ſhe th' unprattis'd fanner would. entice, 


To meet his firſt attempt ſhe borrows thy RR 
Is baſhful yet and nice, 


A virgin delicacy ſeems to wear: 
For ſhould her on deformity 

Without diſguiſe appear, 
What doating wretch but would the terror fly? 
What deſp'rate f60l, ſhould flie unveil her face, 
Would tempt perdition, for the curſt embrace? 


% 1 OM | 

PzecepinG times in great examples ſhew | * 

What human minds, inſpir'd by thee, can do. 

By gen'rous principles and honour led, 

The lovely Syrian, in his blooming why 
Refu:'d the fond Eg yprian's bed, 

And ſtedfaſtly repulr'd her am ' rOus nge. | : 
Vor. 1. N IV. Warn 
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| IV. 
Wu ancient Tanis in her glory ſtood, 
Proud of her palmy groves and ſacred flood 
Which gently flowing from its heav'nly 58 
- Enrich'd her level borders with its courſe : 
Vaſt pyramids, with elevated heads, 


Pointed the plains, and ftretch'd their ſpiral ſhades 


* 
— 
| 
. 


To diſtant woods, and far - extended meads. 

Rich Thebes, devoted to the God of day, 

Stood, like her own reſplendent planet, gay. | 

The lofty domes. with golden luſtre, ſhone, 

An hundred gates adorn'd the pop'lous. town; 
The buildings all were xais'd with wond' rous coſt, 
With filver foliage the bigh roofs emboſs'd ; 

Well · ſiniſh'd ſculpture on the walls was ſhewn ; 
For art was here in fulbperfe&ion known, 

E'er Phidias wrought in Parian ſtone, - 

Or Greece her ſkilful Dædalus could boaſt. 

Th' Egyptian court with ſoft Wan =} 

In all her luxury and pride: E 65 
But Pharach's age no promis d 105 apply d 3 
His beauteous daughter all his hopes betray'd, 

To Is ſhe herſelf had vowd 

A conſecrated maid: _ e 
The ſacred creſcent on her breaſt ſhe wor. FT 
Her robe with golden ftars was ſpangled o er. 

To Nilus' banks the pious fair, 

Performing holy rites, did now repair; 
When from the ſhore an infant's feeble en 
Her virgin train ſurpriae: 

Among the reads a lovely boy they bound, 
His temples with an ambient glory crown d, 
Divine preſages ſparkled in his face, 


Unvulgar beauty, and expreſaleſs grace. 


The 
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The Gods have thus, the joyful princeſs cry'd, 
My father's wiſhes with an heir ſupply'd. 
Young Moſes, her adopted ſon ſhe nam d; 
But when his years had reach'd their manly prime, 
The title he diſclaim'd 45 | | 
Govern'd by motives more ſublime, 1551 
While heav'nly Virtue his high * inflam'd, 


| V. 
By heav 'nly Virtue led, | 
Th' Egyptian court, And all its pomp he fled; * 
And wand'ring far away on Midian pans, 32S 
An humble life he choſe among the ſwains. 1 
In moving lays he taught the rural throng 
Celeſtial truths; while lining to his ſtrain, 
The flying winds their breath retain, 
And winding currents ſlowly glide along. 
Of chaos and the world's great birth he ſung, 
How from the word divine the fair creation ſprung. 
High Horeb from his cloudy ſummit heard 
The tuneful ſounds, long e'er the Thracian bard, 
On Heamus' banks, in potent numbers ſtrove 
A ſavage nation wiſely to improve. 


VI. | 
Wurx on Bethoron's plains great Polbua chas'd 
The Amorean kings ; e 
Leſt darkneſs o'er their flight her veil ſhould caſt, 
And from his ſword protect them with her wings, 
Forward before his wond'ring troops he ſprung, 
Pois'd in his hand a trembling jav'lin hung; 
Mov'd by an inſtigation all divine, 
Heroic Virtue, the great hint was thine. 
When on the ſparkling ſkies 
The daring warrior fix'd his eyes, 
N 2 
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Some God the ſoldiers in his face regard, 00 
While from his lips theſe mighty words they heard. 
Thou ſun, he boldly ery'd, thou ſan, ſtand till, 
Nor firetch the ſhades on Gibeah's lofty hill ; - 
And thou, fair moon, retard thy haſty Right, 

And gild the vales of Halon at 0 * | 
Aſtoniſh'd vature inſtantly: obey d, . 

A in a vu ſuſpenſe the heav ay motions ſtiy 4. 


vil. it 
Nos leave the tunefy 1 heroine un: = 9 
Ye virgin muſes, who her breaſt inflam' ib 
Virtue no brighter votary can boaſt, 
No brighter names in all her liſt appear 3 3 
The warrior's crown, and poet s wreath ſhe claim'd, 
She touch'd the Tyre, and ſhook the pointed ſpear, 
The life and glory of the Hebrego boſt ; _ 
Old Ki/on to her aid his billows brought, 
And on her fide the marſhall'd planets de. 


bugs 3 

Tye Medes ſdbdu'd, and Echatana raz'd ; 
The haughty Perfian with freſh laurels grac d, 
To Jordan's banks his num'rous forces led. 

Wide as the eaſtern rule is ſpread, 
The diſtant realms his glad afliſtants come: 
From Serica, and Oxu borders ſome, 
From Indus and imperial Gange, ſhores, 
And where lavartes- rapid current roars, = 
The hardy race on wild Hyrcania bred, 


Advanc'd with bold intrepid breaſts. 
The tall Armenians with their waving « b 


And Parthians with their backward bows, 4 
> A dreadful ſcene on Hebron's plains diſcloſe. - 


- ay 
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But none in courage or in ſplendor vy'd 

With the gay troops that left the flow'ry fields, 
Where royal U/ai rolls his cryſtal tide; ' 

Their helmets gold, and gold their blazing ſhields, 
With dancing plumes and Jyrian ſcarves, from far 
They ſhone the pride and terror of the war: 
With airy feet their courſers ſpurn'd the plains, 

In filver trappings deck'd ; 

With filver curbs and ſcarlet reins 

Their fiery rage their graceful riders check'd. 
Incamp'd before the ſacred hill they lay, 
Where Salem's lofty tow'rs their ſtrength diſplay. 


IX. 
Waits to their great forefather's aid 
With ſtedfaſt zeal the ſons of rael pray d; 
The potent pray'r prevails; a Hebrew dame 
By Heav'n was deftin'd to the great event, 
Jo fix a ſcandal on th' Mirian name, 
A laſting ſcandal, and immortal ſhame. 
Led by the mighty impulſe, Judith went 
Undaunted to the Perſan leader's tent; 
The chief with wonder gazes on the fair, 
Her geſture free, engaging all her air. 
A nice reſerve and modeſt pride 
Chaſten'd the native ſoftneſs in her looks deſery'd. 
Her features nobly-turn'd, her cheeks diſcloſe 
A freſher bluſh than paints the blooming roſe. 
Her eyes were black, and black her ſhining hair; 
Black as the midnight clouds, which ſometimes grace 
| With chequer'd ſhades the moon's reſplendent face; ; 
Part to the fight was in looſe curls expos'd, ” 
The reſt a ſpangled eaul inclos'd : 
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To that a white tranſparent veil was join'd, | | 
Which negligently hover'd to the wind. | 
? With envious art a ſhade of fineſt lawn 
Was o'er her ſwelling boſom drawn. 
A ſparkling diamond hung at either ear, 
And rubies round her ſwelling neck appear. 
Her robes were coſtly ſilk, and ev'ry fold 
Vary'd with blue and winding freaks of gold. 
She ſoon protection and redreſs obtain d; 
While from the Per/ian chief 
Her moving. words procur'd belief, 
And eaſy credit gain'd. | 
A rich pavilion to his own adjoin'd, 
Was to the fair that night aſſign'd, 
Aſſur'd from all a juſt reſpect to find. 
The charming Hebrew with her maid retir d. 
And left the gen'ral with her beauty fir d 
But gentle ſleep his am'rous cares appeas d, 
While thro* the camp the midnight riot ceas d. 
Dark neſs and filence now combine 
To favour Judith in her great deſign. 
Dndaunted Virtue fill'd her breaſt, 
Undaunted Virtue her whole ſoul poſſeſt; 
While by a glimm'ring taper led, 
She found the ſleeping warrior's bed: 
His ſword with an audacious air ſhe took, 
And freed her nation at one noble ſtroke. 


X. 

By Grecian heroes wonders have been done, 
And laſting fame for great atchievements won; 
But all they tell wild fictions prove, 

Of fated armor, and aſſiſting Jove. 
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No partial Goddeſs to Achilles brought 

A ſpear and ſeven fold ſhield by Vulcan wrought. 
No Pallas to the field Atrides led, | 
Nor grac'd the chariot with young Diomed, 

When from his raging ſword the Trojans fled z 

But Virtue own'd the Argiwe's cauſe, 
Avenging breach of faith and hoſpitable laws: 
Their beſt ſucceſs was owing ſtill to thee, - 

Their proſp' rous Genius thou, and aiding Deity. 
| 1 
Ar ancient Rome thy name was long ador'd, 
For thee they drew, for thee they ſheath'd the ſword. 
Great Numa oft' convers'd with thee, . 
Amidft the gloomy night's ſolemnity. 

While the pale moon with filver beams 
Chequer'd the ſhades, and glimmer'd on the ſtreams, 
Egeria or Urania, nymphs divine, 

He oft? invok'd by ſome clear fountain's fall: 

However nam'd, the lovely form was thine 
That anſwer'd ſtill his call; 

From thee he learn 'd by gentle arts t' aſſwage 

The Sabines ſullen hatred, and the Roman rage 

Nor Faunus gave (as ſtory tells) 

The peaceful prince fantaſtic ſpells; 

To charm fierce lions from their prey, 

Or ſwelling torrents in their banks to tay ; 

To turn the lightning's fatal forte, 

Or break the raging thunder's courſe ; 
Theſe great effects, celeſtial Piety, | 
Theſe great effects belong alone to thee, 


XII. + 


M4 N LIUS and great Camillus owe to thee 
| Their 2 and glorious immortality. 
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Horatius fought by thee ſuftain'd, 
When ſingly he th' unequal war maintain'd ; 
In vain to paſFthe bridge the Tſcant irove, bs 
Backward whole' ſquadrons with his ſpear he drove: 
| - - Fix'd as his country's guardian 1 SOS SY 
| On Tyber's banks the hero ſtood, x 
23 And ſtain'd the 0 ſtream with doll blood. 


XIII. 


| In vain n ile omens n Flaminius frighe z 2 
In vain his courſer, with unuſual fears, 
Still backward from the fight 
2 furious warrior bears 
Unmanag'd o'er the wide campaign he flew, 
And from his ſeat the daring rider OW - 
© ... The daring rider mounts gain, 
And urg d. the battle on the deſtin d plain: $1 
Vntertify'd: with Hannibal's great name, 
And full of martial fame. 
Still foremoſt on the glitt'ring ſpears he preſt. 
The Roman Genius, for his life diſtreſt, 
With a prodigious ee the grounds 
The violent force .. .' 
Pour'd back the rivers to their 1 00 ſource, | 
Revers d the floods, and chang d their native courſe, 
Thrice from the ſcies portentqus thunders ſound, = 
And thrice ill boding lightnipgs blaz'd around z _ 
| Nor earthquakes, lightnings, nor the thund'ring ſkies, 
A breaſt with Virtue guarded: can Fs: 
Still reſolute ard bold, S 
Flaminius on the thickeſt dangers flies, 
And bravely, met the fate the warning Gods foretold. 


I. 


| XIV. Ir 


Ir 


To brave, for thee, the fierceſt tyrant's rage? 
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| XIV. 
Ir ever praiſe to Roman worth was due, 


If ever Virtue could diſtinction claim, 


Great Scipio, thy illuſtrious name 


Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the liſts of fame, 


And future times thy triumphs ſhall renew. 
The conduct of Fabritius' age, 
And young Minutius' martial rage, 
In thee were eminently found : 

With all that men revere, or Heav'n applauds, 

Thy glorious life was crown'd. 

Rome's mighty empire ſeem'd alone on thee 
Dependent for ſecurity : 
Without thee, ev'n her boaſted Gods 


Had ill defended their own gay abodes. 


Whatever wreaths at 7hebes or Troy were gain'd, 
Whatever fame at Salamis obtain'd, 
Or at Arbella's fatal field; | 
Their moſt illuſtrious deeds to thine muſt View: | 
Nor waſt thou in thy public life more great, 
Than in thy lat retreat 
To the Linternian ſhades, thy bumble ſeat. 


/ 


In all things thou waft modeſt Kill and brave, 


Neither to Vice, nor Virtue's ſelf a ſlave; 
Virtue was choice, delib'rate choice, in thee, 
Not philoſophic pride, nor dull neceflity. 

XV. | 


BaIHTH Goddeſs, what reſiſtleſs charms are "A 
That men for thee all human things forego, 


And willingly reſign 
The deareſt ties and ſofteſt names below? 
By what ſtrange arguments doſt thou engage 
UnpraQtis'd youth, and ſpiritleſs old age, 


Bright 
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Bright Goddeſs, thou the cauſe alone canſt tell, 
And all the ſacred myſtery reveal 


wm XVI. | | 
'T1s done! immortal light without controul + 
Comes ruſhing like a mighty torrent on my ſoul. 
Tranſporting ſcenes are open'd to my eyes, 
I ſee the inmoſt glories of the ſkies; 

I ſee the bright diſtinguiſh'd crown, 

That led the conqu' ring martyrs on; 
I walk among the manſions of the G6ds, 
The ſoft receſſes, and the bleſt abodes; 
J trace the happy vales and lightſome plains, 


Where pleaſure, peace and love triumphant reigns: . 


Thro' all the region round 

The voice of feſtival, and nuptial ſongs. 
Perpetually reſound, 
Ineffable the reſt, 
And by immortal tongues 
Alone to be expreſt. 


All hail, ye ſcourges, flames and tort'ring wheets 1 


Your force no more the ſhiv'ring fancy Tous, * 
Enlighten'd thus, Romanus try d 
The tyrant's utmoſt cruelty and pride. 
Lucius, with theſe bright proſpects fir'd, 
And young Hormi/da, their tormentors tir d; 
Rhea and Dionyfia trampled down 


Oppoſing * __ n che * 5 crown. 


XVII 


Wir arts more fatal Decius ſtrove 
Nicetas' fortitude to move. SHADED 2 
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In a delicious garden's ſoft retreat 
The youth was gently laid, 
Wrapt in a ſilken net, 
A flow'ry couch beneath him ſpread,” 
Where fragrant jeſſ mins lent a grateful ſhade : 
A dying breeze, a fountain's eaſy fall, 

EMix'd with melodious birds, for gay delights did call. 
While a young harlot, in the tempting pride 
Of airy life and wanton beauty, try'd 

With guilty blandiſhment and art, 
Obſcene careſſes and licentious ſong, 

To poiſon with contagious flames his heart, 

To tempt the ſaint his holy vows to wrong; 
Unconquer'd yet the youthful ſaint remain'd, 
And all her proffer'd che and lewd addreſs diſdain'd. 


XVIII, 
FULAL ZA to the ftern tribunal preſs'd, 
And boldly there the Chriftian faith proſeſs'd : 
The ſavage judge ſuſpends her doom, 
Touch'd with her dawning charms and early bloom, 
To Jowe's high ſhrine they led the tender maid 3 
The prieſt in his fantaſtic pomp array'd, 
A golden cenſer brought, f 
With conſecrated odours fraught, 
Which fiercely from his hand the virgin caught; 
Beneath her feet the ſmoking gums ſhe trod, 
Derides the bigot, and inſults his God : 
Unmov'd the ſenſeleſs idol ſtands, 
With uſeleſs thunder in his paſſive hands; 
Put all their rage his wild adorers ſhow, 
And in their cruelty 
Surpaſs'd the fiends below. 
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And W on her curſt tormentors, dy'd. 


F. 


Their ſcourges, pincers, and their racks they ky's; ; 


By more than human fortitude ſuſtain'd, 


The ſuff ring maid her conſtancy retain'd. 
Be all the pow'rs'of death and hell defy d! 
Your malice can no more, ſhe faintly ery'd, 


' 
1 | XIX. 

Nos Virtue with preceding times is loſt, 

Nor Rome alone illuſtrious names can boaſt 3 


The charming Goddeſs has not left the ſtage, . 


A thouſand great examples grace the preſent age: 
But Virtue neer with brighter pomp was ſeen, 
Nor wore a nobler form than i in the Brit;fh * Queen. 


XX. 
Tuov art thy own immenſe reward, 

Should man no future ſtate regard: 

Were fields of light, and gay ethereal plains, 
The ſanguine flights of viſionary brains; 

The happy mind, poſſeſs' d of thee, 
Would find unmingled joy, and true felicity, 
Were there no gloomy ſhores, no burning lakes, 
No chains of darkneſs, nor infernal racks ; 
Were hell a wild, enthuſiaſtic dream, 


A ſtateſman's trick, a poet's lying theme, 


A pious, fraud, a black deceit | 
Of mercenary prieſts, the world to cheat ; 


Vet ſtill within itſelf a guilty mind 23 TY 62 


The emphaſis of ev'ry plague would find. 
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* Written before the Year 1710. 


The End of the FIRST VoLuME. 
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